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'HEALTHY  NERVES  ARE  A 
MUST  WITH  ME!" 

Fourteen  different  times  the  headlines 
have  flashed:  RALPH  GREENLEAF 
WINS  WORLD  CHAMPIONSHIP. 
He  is  counted  the  greatest  pocket  bil- 
liard player  of  all  time.  Cool  under  fire. 
Often  pulling  from  behind  with  bril- 
liant runs  of  59  and  76  to  win. 

"Even  before  I  won  my  first  big  cham- 
pionship I'd  already  picked  Camel  as 
my  cigarette,"  said  Ralph  in  a  special 
interview  during  recent  championship 
play  in  Philadelphia.  "I'd  say  the  most 
important  rule  in  this  game  is  to  have 
healthy  nerves.  It  pays  to  be  sure  of  the 
mildness  of  your  cigarette.  And  on  that 
score,  I  think,  Camels  have  a  lot  extra 
to  offer.  One  of  the  main  reasons  why 
I've  stuck  to  Camels  for  20  years  is  — 
they  don't  ruffle  my  nerves." 


And  America  as  a  nation 
shows  the  same  preference 
for  finer  tobaccos  that  Ralph 
Greenleaf  does!  Camels  are 
the  largest-selling  cigarette 
in  America 


DO    PEOPLE 
APPRECIATE  THE 


COSTLIER  TOBACCOS 


Fencing  experts,  too,  appreci- 
ate Camel's  finer  tobaccos.  As 
BELA  DE  TUSCAN,  the  fa- 
mous instructor,  says:  "The 
fast  action  in  fencing  is  very 
tiring,  and  I  welcome  the  'lift' 
I  get  with  a  Camel.  " 


"I'm  devoted  to  Camels,"  says 
HELEN  HOWARD,  top-flight 
spring-board  diver,  of  Miami, 
Florida. "They're  my  oue  and  ou/y 
cigarette!  They  don't  irritate  my 
throat.  Most  of  the  girls  I  know 
smoke  Camels,  too." 


I»«1 
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IN   CAMELS  ?. 


A  matchless  blend  of  finer,  MORE 

EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS  — 

Turkish  and  Domestic 


JAMES  L.  CLARK,  famous 

scientist  and  explorer,  says: 

"I  choose  Camels  for  steady 

smoking  —  always    carry 

plenty  of  Camels  with  me 

into  the  wilderness.  I'm  in 

step  with  the  millions  who 

sav : '  I'd  walk  a  mile  for  a  Camel ! '  Many's 

the  time  I've  actually  done  it." 

"The  way  these  light 
boats  bounce  around  is 
enough  to  knock  the 
daylights  out  of  my  di- 
gestion! That's  why  I 
enjoy  Camels  so  much 
at  mealtime.  They  help 
my  digestion  to  keep  on  a  smooth  and 
even  keel,"  says  MULFORD  SCULL,  vet- 
eran outboard  motorboat  racer. 


CAMELS  ARE  THE 


LARGEST-SELLING 


CIGARETTE 
IN    AMERICA 
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(Editor's  note:  We  are  reprinting  here,  In 
part,  a  letter  from  the  Chicago  campus 
written  by  a  student  who  signs  his  name 
"A  Chicago  Student.") 

IN  THE  winter  issue  of  your  maga- 
zine   there    appeared    an    editorial 
inviting    the    Chicago    students    to 
share  your  publication. 

The  PARROT,  although  it  is  still  a 
college  boy's  magazine,  is  on  its  way 
up  and  there  is  some  hope  that  you 
may  in  time  have  a  publication  which 
we  graduate  students  will  want  to 
share. 

You  are  correct  in  saying  that  we 
should  unite  our  two  student  bodies 
in  one  common  spirit.  May  I  suggest 
that  you  will  succeed  in  this  by  substi- 
tuting more  news  of  our  campus  life 
in  place  of  the  supposed  humor  which 
you  are  now  printing.  I  am  glad  to 
see  that  you  have  allowed  us  one 
page  in  your  photo  section. 

Knowing  that  you  must  depend 
upon  us  for  contributions  I  am  send- 
ing mine  with  this  letter. 

Good  luck  in  your  venture  into  our 
campus. 

A  Chicago  Student 
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A  Swell  Package! 


'rr.^rB0TT0M 


For  Finer,  FRESHER  Flavoi- 


TUNE  IN  on  Old  Golii's 
Holl>«oo<l  Scrcenscoopa 
every  Tues.  and  Thurs. 
nighl.  Columbia  Network. 
Coast-to-Coast. 


Take  a  look 
At  an  Old  Gold 
Package 
And  you'll  see 
^  hy  Old  Golds 
Reach  you 
Fresher  and 
Finer  than  any 
Other  cigarette. 
Because  Old  Golds 
Are  made  of 
Douhle-aged 
Double-mellow 
Prize  crop 
Tobaccos, 
We  guard  them 
'  Like  ihe  precious 
Jewels  they  are ! 
An  EXTRA  jacket 
Of  Cellophane 
Double  seals  both 
Package  ends 
So  not  one  iota  of 
O.G.'s  flavor 
And  fragrance 
Can  escape. 
Buy  yoiu'  Old  Golds 
^^  here  you  will. 
In  Damp  Climates 
Or  Dry, 

You  U  get  them 
Exactly  as  we 
Make  them. 
And  that's  as 
Fine  as  a 
Cigarette 
Can  be  made. 
Ve  think  the  gal's 
A  Swell  Package 
Too! 


,  by  P.  Lorillard  C 


Sjiiokc  Double-Mellow  Old  Golds 
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The  Seeing 
Eye 


By  BOB  PARRISH 


Magic 

FOR  a  long  time  we've  been  col- 
lecting data  from  our  psychic 
friends  (of  whom  we  have  a  num- 
ber) and  the  results  have  been  quite 
astounding  —  hair-raising  in  some 
instances.  We've  found  most  of  our 
victims  only  too  happy  to  commit 
their  occult  experiences  to  our  usu- 
ally listening  ear.  But  these  little 
moments  of  confession  have  been  a 
little  too  impressive  at  times  for  our 
peace  of  mind.  Anyway,  we've  long 
ago  quit  taking  night  walks  along  the 
lake  shore  and  we're  taking  pains  to 
avoid  all  encounters  with  spirits  — 
supernatural  and  otherwise. 

What  we're  trying  to  lead  up  to 
as  gently  as  possible  and  to  explain 
as  rationally  as  we  can,  is  a  bit  of 
research  we've  been  doing  on  our 
own.  We're  not  a  bit  psychic  ourself 
and  the  stories  of  our  spiritualistic- 
ally  inclined  friends  have  given  us  an 
awful  occult  inferiority  complex.  So 
we've  gone  just  a  step  beyond  the 
Ouija  board  stage  and  begun  dab- 
bling in  WITCH-CRAFT. 

Browsing  in  one  of  those  very 
dusty,  very  fascinating  old  book 
shops  downtown,  we  found  just  the 
book  we'd  been  looking  for  (on  thau- 
maturgy),  and  since  then  we've  spent 


our  evenings  in  a  darkened  room, 
softly  chanting  "mwele  o  lapsiek  ka- 
walo  sasakajan  karon  fenna"  (which, 
roughly  translated,  means  about  any- 
thing at  all),  and  brewing  a  potent 
consisting  of  one  part  witch  hazel, 
some  very  special  herbs,  a  copy  of 
"How  to  Win  Friends  and  Influence 
People,"  and  the  student  directory. 
If  you  want  to  find  out  what  happens, 
you'll  just  have  to  try  it  out  yourself, 
as  we're  not  taking  any  responsibility, 
but  the  results  are  astonishing. 

We're  a  little  reticent  about  pub- 
lishing all  our  findings  as  yet,  but 
there  are  a  few  things  which  we 
think  every  boy  and  girl  should  know 
—NOW! 

It  is  held  in  the  best  voodoo  circles 
that  the  acts  of  eating  and  drinking 
are  attended  with  special  danger, 
for,  as  Zafimanelo  so  aptly  remarked, 
"At  these  times  the  soul  may 
escape  from  the  mouth."  This  should 
behoove  a  man  to  be  careful  about 
opening  his  mouth.  A  ruse  frequently 
adopted  to  frustrate  the  wandering 
soul  is  to  ring  a  bell  all  the  time  one 
is  drinking,  or  to  crouch  down  and 
place  the  left  hand  on  the  floor,  or  to 
put   a   stalk  of  grass  in  the   hair.   In 


Dahomey  a  chief  will  commonly  ring 
a  bell  at  each  draught  of  beer  which 
he  swallows,  and  at  the  same  moment 
a  lad  stationed  in  front  of  him  bran- 
dishes a  spear  "to  keep  at  bay  the 
spirits  which  might  try  to  sneak  into 
the  body  by  the  same  road  as  the 
beer."  Tactics  such  as  this,  however, 
if  employed  in  public  places  are 
likely  to  elicit  unfavorable  comment. 


Of  course,  if  you  don't  have  a  soul, 
you  don't  have  to  worry. 

At  present  we're  working  on  a 
charm  consisting  of  a  paste  of  red 
ochre  and  fish  oil  which  is  to  be 
inserted  in  the  eye  of  a  cod  along 
with  a  small  piece  of  the  flesh  of  a 
corpse.  The  whole  thing  is  to  be 
rolled  into  a  ball  and  stuck  on  a 
bone  (human,  preferably).  By  melt- 
ing this  in  an  open  fire,  accompanied 
by  suitable  exorcism  and  incantation, 
one  may  achieve  the  somewhal- 
doubtful  attribute  of  complete  irt- 
vlsibility. 

We'll  report  further  as  soon  as 
we  get  all  the  props  together. 

Apple  Polisher 

If  you  follow  the  left  stairway  lead- 
ing to  the  basement  in  Lunt  and  turn 
to  your  right  (or  if  you  go  down  the 


right  stairway  and  turn  to  your  left — 
or  how  are  you  feeling?),  you  will 
find  the  door  marked  MEN,  and  it's 
a  good  thing  to  know  about. 

This  set  of  directions  is  a  just  a  bit 
unconventional  way  to  begin  an  ex- 
pose (pronounced  ekspoZAY),  but  we 
want  you  to  know  that  what  is  to  fol- 
low is  authentic  in  every  detail.  We 
went  down  the  stairway  and  we 
opened  the  door  and  what  we  found 
within  will  be  disclosed  in  just  a  mo- 
ment (on  second  thought — at  once!). 

Standing  before  the  lavatory  was 
a  young  man  whose  innocent  appear- 
ance served  for  an  instant  to  disguise 
the  sordid  task  in  which  he  was  occu- 
pied. The  chap  had  before  him  a 
large  tray  of  apples,  big  RED  apples. 
He  was  taking  them  one  by  one, 
washing  them,  and  then  POLISHING 
fhem.  There  can  be  no  doubt — THIS 
WAS  WHAT  HE  WAS  DOING. 
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For  a  while  we  just  stood  there  and 
looked  at  him.  He  gave  us  several 
furtive  glances  but  continued  his  ac- 
tivities with  adnnirable  sang-froid. 

Obviously  there  was  nothing  to  be 
gained  by  beating  about  the  bush. 
We  addressed  him  directly.  "Where," 
we  said,  "are  you  going  with  those 
apples?" 

We  knew  what  the  answer  would 
be  as  well  as  he,  and  he  realized  that 
no  good  could  be  done  by  evading. 
"They're  for  a  meeting  of  instruc- 
tors," he  blurted  —  and  fled  (with  the 
apples). 

We'll  let  you  draw  your  own  con- 
clusions. 

Cinema 

Things  don't  seem  quite  the  same 
anymore. 

Now  that  the  ecstasy  of  the  mo- 
ment has  passed,  now  that  it  has 
become  another  memory,  we  shall 
go  our  usual  and  inconsequential  way 
in  our  usual  and  inconsequential  man- 
ner. Our  friends  won't  notice  any  dif- 
ference. They  won't  know,  and  we 
shan't  tell  them. 

Fate  must  have  taken  us  to  see  that 
French  movie.  We  hadn't  intended 
to  go  at  all.  It  must  have  been  the 
tiny  voice  of  the  subconscious — we 
were  going  to  visit  the  modern  French 
at  the  Art  Institute,  and  we  saw  the 
French  cinema  instead. 

The  picture  was  probably  very  well 
done.  The  direction  was  undoubtedly 
excellent.  The  photography  may  have 
been  superb.  We  don't  know — we 
read  later  in  the  reviews  that  it  was 
a  good  picture.  All  we  know  is  that 
in  it  was  a  little  French  girl  and  her 
name  was  danlelle  darrieux,  Danielle 
Darrieux,  DANIELLE  DARRIEUX  — 
AND  OH  MY!  (who  is  Myma  Loy, 
who  is  Garbo,  who  Is  the  Syllabus 
beauty  queen,  who  do  you  think  YOU 
are?). 

Days,  maybe  months  later — we've 
lost  all  track  of  time  and  space — we 
were  in  the  back  seat  of  somebody's 
car  going  who  knows  where.  Some 
unidentified  individual  mentioned 
Danielle    Darrieux   and   whoever   was 


alleged    to    be    driving    the    car   said, 
"Who's  she?" 

That  was  too  much.  We  screamed, 
"Oh  my  God,  he  doesn't  know  who 
Danielle  Darrieux  is!"  and  projected 
ourself  Into  the  innocent's  lap. 

When  they  extricated  us  from  the 
steering  wheel,  we  were  babbling, 
"Danielle  Danielle,  Darrieux  Darrieux, 
SImone  Simon  ...  "  We  were  still 
Incoherent  when  they  locked  us  in 
the  trunk  and  took  us  home.  We  un- 
derstand that  they  later  released  us 
from  the  trunk. 


Henceforth   "The  Seeing  Eye"  will 
be  entitled   "Going   to   Pieces." 
Not  that  it  matters. 

Prof  About  Town 

We'll  swear  it  was  a  certain  N.  U. 
professor  of  social  science. 

It  was  one  of  those  unexpected  in- 
cidents, one  of  those  trivialities 
which  any  normal  person  would  think 
utterly  irrelevant,  if  he  would  think 
of  it  at  all.  It  was,  in  other  words, 
one  of  those  moments  which  leaves 
a  profound  impression  upon  us. 

(Confinued    on    page   27) 


Shall  I  send  the  brushes  anyhow? 
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SINE 
LANGUAGE 

by 

HARRY  LITTLE 


THIS  is  a  hot  note.  This  is  a 
comment  on  higher  education. 
This  is  the  sort  of  thing  that 
makes  men  cynics.  Here  I  stand,  a 
seething  cauldron  of  emotion,  but 
should  I  let  it  show?  Not  on  your  life; 
not  in  a  math  class.  The  sofa  is  the 
place  for  that  sort  of  thing. 

And  why  am  I  here  anyway?  What 
have  I  done  to  deserve  this?  What 
obscene  crime  in  my  forgotten  past 
brought  down  a  math  course  on  my 
unsuspecting  head?  Philosophers  may 
ponder  till  they  nod  but  still  they 
only  guess  the  way  to  God.  Dear 
God.  All  together  now,  one-two-three 
— Dear  God,  from  whom  all  blessings 
flow. 

This  class  is  worthy  of  inspection, 
all  right.  I'll  wake  screaming  in  the 
night  for  years  when  I  think  of  them. 
One  poor  lone  senior  and  all  these 
beardless  striplings  doing  square 
root.  The  Square  Root  Twins.  The 
Square  Root  Twins  on  a  Houseboat. 
The  Square  Root  Twins  Get  the 
Double  Cross.  This  has  to  stop  some- 
where. 

Take  this  lad  in  front  of  me.  What's 
he  doing  in  a  university?  How  did 
he  get  into  the  building  with  those 
ears?  Lord  knows  I  can't  see  around 
them.  If  I  sneezed  hard  enough  he'd 
blow  away.  I  wonder  what  he  does 
with  his  ears  at  night.  Maybe  he 
wraps  himself  m  them.  Maybe  he 
uses  them  for  shoe  trees. 

Yeah,  and  that  teacher.  There's  a 


prize  package.  There's  a  type  of 
homo  something  for  the  anthropolo- 
gists to  puzzle  over.  Look,  he's  get- 
ting all  worked  up,  the  little  dear, 
proving  that  X  equals  Y.  Calm  down, 
you  well-fed  calculating  machine,  it 
isn't  that  important.  Take  it  easy,  son, 
it  isn't  important  at  all.  In  fact,  what 
the  hell.  That's  how  I  feel. 

Oh,  goody,  we're  going  to  the 
board.  That  ties  it.  Now  my  day  is 
complete;  my  cup  runneth  over.  I 
wonder  if  he'll  make  me  stand  in  a 
corner  when  I  get  it  all  mixed  up. 
If  just  one  of  these  freshmen  snickers 
I'll  kill  the  whole  crowd  with  a  weight- 
ed logarithm.  If  this  flop-eared  pesti- 
lence next  to  me  even  smiles  I'll  break 
his  leg.  I'm  getting  an  inferiority  com- 
plex over  this  thing. 

Number  twelve.  Hmmm.  Twelve. 
Yeah,  that's  swell.  I  draw  the  tough- 


est  baby  in  the  exercise.  Please 
teacher,  may  I  leave  the  room?  Why? 
Well,  aren't  we  both  men  of  the 
world?  Please,  teacher,  I  really  have 
to  go;  my  baby  will  be  here  any 
minute. 

Maybe  the  analytic  attack  would 
help.  It  probably  would  if  I  knew 
anything  about  the  analytic  attack. 
I  wonder  if  there  is  such  a  thing.  May- 
be I'm  thinking  of  philosophy.  Any- 
way, my  chalk  squeaks.  My  heart  just 
isn't  in  this  course.  My  heart  is  in 
the  highlands,  the  highlands,  the  high- 
lands. Look  at  these  busy  little  devils 
around  me.  They  just  eat  it  up  and 
cry  for  more.  Look,  there's  bright  girl 
— she  has  hers  done  already.  Teacher, 
bright  girl's  waving  her  hand.  She's 
got  the  answer.  Or  maybe  she  wants 
to  leave  the  room,  too. 

(Continued    on    page   29) 
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RIB  TICKLERS 


By 

JIM  NEAL 


'HAT  with  the  decline  of 
demand  and  supply  in  the 
outraged  honor  market, 
manly  recourse  to  swinging  sabres 
and  rib-tickling  rapiers  has  suffered 
a  most  regrettable  relapse  of  late. 
Whereas  some  of  us  still  could 
think  of  just  any  number  of  persons 
who  would  look  well  impaled  on  a 
dueling  blade,  there  arose  quite  some 
time  ago,  a  militant  group  of  squeam- 
ish individuals  who  managed  forever 
to  drag  dueling  from  its  eminence  of 
dignity  as  a  gentlemanly  attainment. 
It  was  just  that  even  though  these 
persons,  undoubtedly  anaemic  clerks 
and  accountants,  could  see  the  point, 
they  didn't  care  to  feel  it. 


Now  that  fencing  enthusiasm  is 
traveling  about  the  country  in  great 
lunges,  a  paradoxical  situation  has 
arisen.  Formerly,  when  men  arose 
at  down  to  indulge  in  a  bit  of  sword- 
play,  they  would  return  home  and  to 
bed  just  as  soon  as  one  was  pinked 
gently;  today  men  step  onto  the  mat 
for  a  bit  of  recreation  with  their 
blades,  with  one  occasionally  being 
removed  from  the  room  feet  first,  a 
splintered  blade  undulating  grace- 
fully as  it  Impertinently  nests  between 
the  third  and  fourth  ribs. 

But  I  do  not  intend  to  frighten  by 
exaggeration.  Accidents  happen  only 
to  poor  fencers,  and  since  all  col- 
legiate fencers  know  they  are  natur- 


ally good,  a  fencing  bout  spills  about 
as  much  blood  as  a  sectional  crochet- 
ing tournament,  championship  flight. 
In  fact,  it  requires  an  incommensurate 
amount  of  labor  to  convert  one's 
minor  wounds  and  scratches  into 
permanent  scar  displays.  On  occa- 
sion, theretofore  unscarred  fencers 
have  resorted  to  the  application  of 
salt  or  to  the  introduction  of  a  priv- 
ately-bred bacillus  or  virus  into  the 
scratch  to  insure  a  type  of  blood- 
poisoning  which  might  leave  a  proud 
scar. 

Actually,  fencing  is  spreading  on 
great  waves  of  approval  throughout 
the  country.  Age,  sex  and  finances 
offer  no  deterrent  to  the  enthusiast, 
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particularly  in  regard  to  the  new 
school  whose  tenants  are  popularly 
known  as  the  "Plus  and  Minus  Three- 
Tooth  Rule." 

According  to  this  theory,  any  child 
having  cut  his  third  tooth  is  capable 
of  fencing,  and  can  continue  the 
exertion  until  the  ravages  of  debility 
have  taken  all  but  three  of  his  molars. 
Of  course,  it  is  admitted  that  the 
type  of  fencing  turned  out  at  the  age 
extremes  is  somewhat  marginal  and 
a  bit  namby-pamby-ish  if  one  regards 
it  critically. 

Fencing  is  a  sport  which  calls  for 
precision,  alacrity,  strategy  and  orig- 
inality to  produce  a  winner.  For  ex- 
ample, Tuliy  Friedman,  captain  of 
the  Northwestern  varsity  team  seems 
to  have  just  that  correct  proportion 
of  physical  and  mental  attributes 
which  make  all  of  his  points  the  result 
of  brilliant  swordplay.  Of  the  2,391 
points  scored  against  Tuily  in  three 
years,  2,390  admittedly  are  the  result 
of  the  most  unconscionable  luck,  the 
other  being  just  a  fancy  of  near- 
sighted judges.  Another  fencer  of 
this  calibre  is  Aldo  Nadi,  world  cham- 
pion and  perhaps  the  greatest  swords- 
man of  all  time. 

The  vast  assortment  of  knives, 
cleavers  and  blades,  once  popular, 
has  been  reduced  to  three  weapons. 
The  cost  of  the  foil,  the  epee  and  the 
sabre  is  so  reasonable  that  a  month's 
moratorium  on  Huddle  dates  should 
provide  enough  money  to  make  one 
a  well-equipped  swordsman. 


The  foil  is  a  light,  flexible  blade 
with  a  curved  handle,  and  surmounted 
with  a  small  bell  guard.  The  target  is 
your  opponent's  body,  excluding  head, 
arms  and  legs.  Both  fencers  race  to 
see  who  can  score  five  points  first. 
With  those  directions,  any  novice 
should  be  able  to  make  a  very  credit- 
able showing  the  first  time  he  at- 
tempts the  foil. 

The  epee,  or  dueling  sword,  is  the 
closest  modern  approximation  to  the 
rapier.  It  is  a  rigid,  triangular  blade 
to  the  business  end  of  which  is  at- 
tached a  three-cornered  point.  Inside 
these  points  is  placed  a  red  liquid 
which  adheres  to  one's  opponent 
when  he  is  punched  solidly.  Anything 
you  see  in  front  of  you  is  fair  target 
just  so  long  as  it  belongs  to  your 
opponent.  This  includes  his  masked 
face,  hands,  feet,  legs  and  arms, 
with  the  ears  thrown  in,  too,  if  one 
is  up  on  his  marksmanship.  Three 
points  finishes  the  epee  match, 
usually  to   the    audience's   relief. 

However,  it  is  sabre  which  appeals 
to  the  fencing  audience  (both  of 
them).  When  two  determined  sabre- 
men  square  off,  there  follows  a  great 
swinging  of  blades,  with  the  air  full 
of  sparks  and  bad  fencing.  A  really 
good  sabre  point  is  the  result  of 
cleverly  eluding  your  opponent's 
blade  and  gently  touching  him.  It 
gives  one  the  same  satisfaction  as 
trumping  an  opponent's  ace  on  first 
lead.  To  win,  sabremen  must  try  like 
the    dickens   to    get    five    points    on 


their  opponent's  mask,  right  arm  and 
torso. 

Persons    who    have    never    seen    a 
fencing  match,  (of  which  there  must 
be    some     125,000,000    left    in    this 
country)  might  wonder  just  how  one 
knows  when  a  point  has  been  scored. 
Three  years  of  competition  have  left 
me  pondering  the  same  question.  The 
practice   is  to  select  four   men   and 
place   them    at   opposite   corners   of 
the  long  mat  upon  which  the  fencers 
strut  their  stuff.     They  shout  the  first 
expletive    which    enters    their    minds 
when   they   think   a    point   has    been 
scored.  A  director,  standing  opposite 
the  center  of  the   mat,   decides  the 
point,  arbitrates  between  the  judges 
and   keeps  them  from  one   another's 
throats.    The  difficulty  arises  because 
judges  are  of  a  species  so  scarce  that 
any  volunteer  judge  is  used  without 
recourse    to    eye-tests     or    the     lie- 
detector.     All  this  refined  theft,  is  a 
source    of    annoyance    to    any    con- 
scientious fencer,  and  if  judges  con- 
tinue arousing  the  ire  of  combatants 
by  weird  decisions,  it  may  some  day 
precipitate  a  sudden   return  to   real 
dueling,    this    time    between    fencer 
and  judge.    If  any  fencer  has  decided 
to    run    amuck    and    try    some    side- 
splitting of  judges,  I  have  the  name 
of   several   officials   on    my   flush   list 
whose    demise    would    be    worth    an 
attractive  sum  to  me. 

There  is  one  great  hazard  to  fenc- 
ing.    One  might  some  day  be  asked 

(Continued   on   page   32) 
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CAMPUS  BABBLE 


WE  HEARD  a  crack  the 
other  day  about  the  oc- 
togenarian characteristic 
of  our  news  (only  they  didn't  call  it 
news).  Weil,  you'll  have  to  remember 
that  the  deadline  for  this  d~n  thing 
comes  about  a  month  before  it  greets 
the  public  eye  (as  if  anybody  read  it). 
That's  the  reason — if  you  get  too 
bored  reading  this  we  suggest  you 
can —  (the  rest  of  this  sentence  is 
censored). 


Hot  flash  from  the  Pi  Phi  house 
(don't  take  that  wrong)  Sue  Swann 
is  complaining  that  she  never  can 
fall  in  love,  never  has  and  never  will 
for  all  she  knows.  All  the  sisters  think 
she  Is  a  bit  on  the  daft  side  consider- 
ing that  she  goes  with  good-looking 
Bob  Anderson  (we  hope  by  the  time 
this  comes  out  she  still  is).  We've 
heard,  Bob,  that  less  indifference 
would  do  the  trick. 


Some  of  the  freshmen  are  really 
starting  out  on  the  right  track.  Last 
month  we  wrote  about  the  study 
habits  at  Willard.  This  month  we're 
proud  to  say  that  we've  discovered 
a  Kept  woman  over  there.  It  seems 
that  some  young  swain  is  so  befud- 
dled (that  means  she's  got  him  tem- 
porarily groggy — can't  be  classed  as 
on  the  ropes)  over  Jeanne  Swann 
KKG  plebe  that  he  keeps  her  very 
very  well  stocked  with  lingerie  (the 
stocked  was  not  intended  for  a  pun). 
At  least  that's  what  all  the  girls  over 
there  say. 


We  wish  to  heck  that  Chuck  Hallet 
of  the  DTD's  (cut  off  the  last  letter 
and  you  have  the  truth)  would  stay 
out  of  Clair  Golden's  apartment 
when  she  is  taking  a  bath.  It's  just 
not  cricket,   old  man. 

8 


To  any  union  interested  in  picket- 
ing a  store  we  suggest  that  you  get 
in  touch  with  Mary  Lou  Shaw  of 
KAT  and  Bill  Norwood.  They  can 
block  a  door  more  effectively  than 
any  two  people  we've  heard  of  In 
a  long  time.  The  other  night  they 
put  on  such  a  clinch  for  such  a 
duration  of  time  that  nothing  could 
move  them,  not  even  physical  vio- 
lence. Half  the  Theta  house,  par- 
ticularly Porky  Porter,  Is  complaining 


about  being  kept  out  in  the  cold 
waiting  for  them  to  move  out  of  the 
doorway.  To  the  Thetas:  teach  your 
sisterhood  George  Washington's  ad- 
vice, beware  of  foreign  entangle- 
ments. 

Here's  a  fast  one.  Ginny  Punton, 
PI  Beta  Phi,  took  Bob  Berchard's  D.  U. 
pin,  and  there  is  nothing  wrong  with 
that  In  Itself,  that  happens  to  every 
girl   at   least  five   or  six  times  while 

(Continued    on    page   33) 
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TWO  PRACTICAL 
USES  FOR 
PSYCHOLOGY 


By 
RUTH   JOYCE 

DICK  HOLLAND  studied  the  reflection  of  his  wide, 
tuxedoed  body  in  the  dresser  nnirror.  The  dull 
black  cloth,  the  glistening  white  shirt  front,  and 
his  freshly  razored  tan  face — all  combined  to  make  him 
grin  with  satisfaction.  Rosalie  was  right;  much  though 
he  disliked  the  harness,  he  looked  perfect  in  semi-formal. 
Maybe  he  looked  perfect  enough  to  persuade  her  to 
accept  his  fraternity  pin.    He'd  know  before  dawn. 

Turning  to  go,  his  eyes  fell  upon  a  little  green  book. 
He  picked  it  up  with  reverent  fingers.  "Thank  Sod  for 
Psychology,"  he  murmured  and  restored  the  volume  to 
its  place  of  honor  on  his  desk. 

This  strange  ritual  was  due  to  the  mystery  of  Rosalie 
Clarkson.  She  was  a  trim  little  blond  and  she  had  blue 
eyes  that  did  strange  things  to  the  hearts  of  the  male 
undergraduates.  Only  a  very  few  of  her  sorority  sisters 
had  a  good  word  for  her,  whereby  is  shown  the  beauty  of 
her  features.  Whenever  a  stag  line  attempted  to  dance 
with  Rosalie,  it  had  an  enormous  turnover.  And  this  was 
the  mystery;  very  few  gentlemen,  fortunate  to  have 
dated  Miss  Clarkson  once,  were  accepted  a  second  time. 

But  with  Dick  it  was  different.  Thanks  to  an  adamant 
Adviser  who  had  Insisted  upon  a  course  in  Psychology, 
he  had  made  a  discovery. 

Rosalie  was  a  very  kissable  girl;  but  Rosalie  did  not 
approve  of  the  practice.  Having  grasped  her  disposition 
in  this  matter,  Dick  cried  out  upon  the  libertines,  and 
slowly  won  her  confidence.  He  was  Platonic;  a  pal.  The 
system  paid  off  in  the  wondering  glares  of  his  fraternity 
brothers,  and  Dick  found  himself  in  the  enviable  position 
of  having  all  of  his  invitations  accepted. 

Being  an  unusual  girl,  Rosalie  was  ready  for  Dick  when 
he  called.  After  a  few  commonplaces  with  her  parents, 
he  escorted  her  out  to  his  car.  The  Charity  Ball  was 
being  held  at  a  downtown  hotel. 

(Continued  on  page  30) 


PURPLE  PARROT 


SPRING,  1938 


THE     UNIVERSITY     THEATRE     PRESENTS 

ANNA  CHRISTIE 

(A  PROSTITUTE  WITH  NO  COMPLEXES) 

by 

WALTER    KERR 


To  BORROW  an  idea  from  the 
University  Theatre's  departed 
departure  in  the  realm  of 
theatre,  NO  MORE  PEACE,  let  us 
imagine  our  moral  essay  for  this 
month  as  taking  place  in  Heaven 
(we  may  get  a  better  idea  in  a  mo- 
ment or  so  and  not  have  to  use  it). 
Let  us  imagine  Mr.  Ernst  Toller  and 
Mr.  Eugene  O'Neill  as  inhabitants  of 
that  palace  of  cardboard  clouds.  Of 
course,  that  happy  state  has  not  as 
yet  been  achieved  by  either  Mr. 
O'Neill  (DAYS  WITHOUT  END  not- 
withstanding) or  Mr.  Toller  (the  good 
intentions  of  the  German  govern- 
ment notwithstanding),  but  we  writers 
have  a  license,  you  know,  and  there's 
no  sense  in  letting  it  go  to  waste. 

Well,  then,  they  meet.  (Dramatic 
necessity). 

TOLLER:  Good  morning,  Mr. 
O'Neill.  I'm  glad  to  see  you  here. 
I  was  aFreud  you  wouldn't  make  it. 
(NOTE  to  Cliff  Treasure:  Please  do 
not  steal.  Your  stuff  is  bad  enough 
already). 

O'NEILL:  I'd  rather  you  didn't 
mention  Freud.  I  was  just  glorying  in 
the  fact  that  at  least  ANNA  CHRIS- 
TIE was  written  B.P.  (Planting  of  idea). 

TOLLER:     B.P.? 

O'NEILL:  Yes.  Before  Psycho- 
analysis. As  a  result,  Anna  is  very 
dear  to  my  heart.  Wonderful  Anna! 
An  honest-to-God  prostitute  with  no 
complexes.  (Exposition). 

TOLLER:  Ahl  Economic  necessity! 
(Pure  propaganda). 

O'NEILL:  I  have  you  there.  There 
isn't  a  drop  of  social  significance  in 
the  entire  play.  No  matter  WHAT 
the  little  theatre  groups  do  to  it. 
(Satire,  in  which  Mr.  O'Neill  does  not 


excel.    Or  do  we  have  something  in 
common?) 

TOLLER:  No  significance  ?  What 
on  earth  do  you  write  about? 

O'NEILL:    Characters. 

TOLLER:  Amazing!  Who  do  you 
think   you    are — Shakespeare? 

O'NEILL.  No.  He  comes  later. 
Sometime  in  April,  I  think,  at  the 
University    Theatre.    (Plug). 

TOLLER:  Ah!  The  University 
Theatre!  Wonderful  place!  (State- 
ment of  fact). 


O'NEILL:  Yes,  indeed.  Every  year 
almost  they  send  me  royalties — of 
course,  they  come  in  the  form  of 
grace  now.  First  it  was  THE  HAIRY 
APE,  then  THE  EMPEROR  JONES; 
last  season  they  did  BEYOND  THE 
HORIZON— and  this  very  month 
they're    doing    dear    old    ANNA. 

TOLLER:  When,  exactly?  (Polite- 
ness). 

O'NEILL:  Kind  of  you  to  ask. 
(Rising  suspense).  Performances  are 
on  March  29,  30,  and  31.  Alvina 
Krause  is  directing  it,   you  know. 

TOLLER:  You  mean  that  Stanis- 
lavsky woman? 

O'NEILL:  Quite.  And  the  title 
role  is  being  played  by  Marjorie 
Hurtubise.    You  remember  Marjorie. 

TOLLER:  I  think  so.  Didn't  Sarah 
Bernhardt  do  an  Imitation  of  her 
once? 

(Continued  on  page  31  ) 

Below:  Mariorle  Hurtubise  created  this 
portrait  of  the  "girl  in  the  half  open  door" 
—  Rembrandt's    mistress. 
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SUIT-ABLE   SUGGESTIONS 
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When  you  go  spring  clo+hes 
hunting  you'll  want  to  be 
up  on  the  latest  in  fashions 


by 


Janet 
Powers 


NOT  to  have  a  suit  right  now 
is  fashion  treason.  The  end 
of  the  winter  season  is  al- 
ways suit  season,  but  this  year  suits 
have  hit  an  all-time  high  in  impor- 
tance, it  seems.  So  if  you  haven't  a 
suit  get  busy  right  away  and  see  what 
you  can  do  about  it. 

But  if  you  do  have  a  suit,  you 
want  the  newest  and  smartest  ac- 
cessories for  it,  and  I've  been  scout- 
ing around  looking  for  suit  sugges- 
tions to  tell  you  about.  I  found  all 
kinds  which  should  be  an  instant  suc- 
cess with  coeds.  Most  of  us  have  a 
suit  which  we  wear  to  school,  and 
this  year  suit  accessories  seem  to 
have  been  made  for  just  that  thing; 
they  seem  so  much  more  casual. 
That  casual  air  is  definitely  the  one 
you  want  to  achieve  this  season 
(even  though  you  know  it  took  long, 
patient  hours  of  assembling  to 
achieve). 

Is  there  any  more  comfortable 
casual  fashion  than  the  sweater  fad 
which  we  college  girls  have  long  sup- 
ported and  made  famous?  A  sweater 
is  the  thing  to  have  for  your  new 
(or  even  the  "still  good"  old  suit). 
But  you  want  a  light  weight,  soft 
sweater  which  won't  add  bulk  over  a 
tight  fitting  suit  coat.  The  most  at- 
tractive sweater  I've  seen  in  some 
time  is  the  one  with  the  detachable 
collar  and  cuffs  of  white  pique.  It's 
smartest  in  navy,  I  think,  but  the 
lighter  colors  are  good  too.  The 
yarn  is  extremely  sheer  (which  is 
grand  if  the  day  turns  suddenly  warm). 
The  sweater  comes  with  two  sets  of 
the  small  rolled  collar  and  cuffs,  so 
you  always  should  have  a  fresh  set, 


but  if  you  don't,  the  sweater  too 
has  a  knitted  collar  and  cuffs  and 
could  be  worn  plain.  Another  smart 
detail  is  the  row  of  tiny  pearl  buttons 
down  the  back.  School  girl  fashions 
again!  You  can  see  this  sweater 
being  worn  by  Joyce  Placek  in  one  of 
the  photographs. 

Pastel  colors  are  coming  In  strongly 
this  season  in  direct  contrast  to  the 
bright  colors  which  have  recently 
been  featured.  Look  for  a  touch  of 
"Watteau  colors"  In  a  new  soft 
angora  sweater — of  the  kind  which 
will  not  ruin  your  suit  by  being  too 
fuzzy.  I  saw  one  classic  sweater 
in  a  yarn  of  this  kind  which  comes 
in  a  selection  of  the  loveliest  new 
colors,  and  to  m^atch  It  exactly,  a 
smart  hat!  This  is  a  clever  new  fashion 
which  you  might  make  an  addition 
to  your  wardrobe.  The  hat  comes  in 
two  styles,  a  high,  stitched  crown 
In  a  soft  fuzzy  felt  called  "kitten 
fluff"  or  in  a  more  conventional 
bowler  style.  Both  hat  and  sweater 
come  in  pink,  white,  aqua,  French 
blue,  cherry,  and  chartreuse.  Have 
your  hat  to  match  your  sweater,  or 
if  you  prefer  have  it  in  a  contrasting 
shade. 

Still  another  sweater  which  I  saw 
appealed  to  my  bargain  hunting  eye 
as  did  the  collar  and  cuff  sweater. 
This  was  a  classic  cashmere  with  a 
high  ribbing  which  comes  with  a 
double  strand  of  pearls  already  at- 
tached. You  can't  lose  them  that 
way,  and  they  are  easily  removed  If 
you  wish  to  wear  them  with  some- 
thing else.  This  sweater  was  par- 
ticularly smart  in  a  new  shade  called 


"Alix  Iris."  It  is  a  lovely  shade  of 
purple,  bright  but  not  gaudy.  Or  you 
may  have  the  sweater  in  French  blue 
or  maize. 

Another  smart  fashion  accent  is  a 
suede  hat  in  one  of  the  new  soft 
"Watteau  colors."  I  saw  one  which 
you  Ingeneous  people  will  love.  It 
is  called  the  "Polly  Tucker"  hat  and 
you  can  fix  it  In  any  way  you  wish. 
It  Isn't  hard  to  do  either  for  even  I 
was  able  to  shape  it  in  a  reasonably 
attractive  fashion.  In  fact  It  is  loads 
of  fun  to  do.  If  you  prefer  bright 
shades  it  also  comes  in  those.  For 
you  "beanie"  addicts  there  is  a  new 
version  made  of  strips  of  flannel 
sewn  together.  You'll  find  it  in  your 
desired  shade. 

You  may  want  a  touch  of  softness 
with  your  suit  and  sweater.  The  best 
means  of  obtaining  it  would  be  to 
use  a  soft  scarf  at  your  neck.  Try 
a  sheer,  very  sheer,  wool  one  in  a 
soft  contrasting  shade  and  notice 
how  flattering  it  will  be.  Or  you 
may  want  one  of  the  printed  satin 
scarfs  which  are  becoming  more  and 
more  popular.  They  also  come  In  new 
shades. 

These  suggestions  are  just  things 
to  wear  with  your  suit  on  campus, 
but  don't  neglect  that  same  suit  off 
campus!  Wear  it  in  town  with  a  smart 
tailored  crepe  blouse,  or  wear  it  on  a 
date  with  a  light,  frilly,  feminine 
blouse.  You  can't  take  advantage  of 
all  these  possibilities  though  unless 
your  suit  is  a  good,  tailored  suit  and 
the  accent  is  definitely  on  the  good! 
No  suit  of  poor  quality  would  stand 
up  under  constant  wear. 

II 


Carson   Pirie   Scott  &  Co 


THREE  "smart"  girls  show  you  the  items  I  mentioned 
as  they  really  are!  Betty  McDannell  wears  the  "pearl" 
sweater,    a    real    bargain   at   $3.95.    Here   is   Joyce 
Placek  in  the  center  with  the  collar  and  cuff  sweater  (my 


favorite  for  a  novelty  sweater  at  $4.95).  Both  gals  wear 
the  "Polly  Tucker"  hat  draped  differently.  The  matching 
angora  sweater  and  hat  is  most  becoming  to  Barbara 
Hail.  Notice  also  her  printed  satin  scarf. 


Barbara  (Bobby)  Harri: 

•  The  cutest  showgirl   in  "Of  Thee  I   Sing."   Bobt 
in  speech  school  and  hopes  someday  to  go  on  the  *t 

Photo  by  Paul  Stone-Ra 


"With  every  breath  a  reputation  falls." 
(Check  on  this  version  of  Pope) — only 
the  boys  at  the  Acacia  house  aren't 
really  like  that — we  hope. 


We  don't  come  to  Hinman  very  often, 
but  when  we  do  —  I  ! 


Premier  dance  team 
Chuck  Barber  and  Jean 
Arms,  wowed  the 
stooges  gathered  at  the 
Fred  Astaire  -  Ginger 
Rogers  dance,  won  first 
prize. 
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North  Campus  is  in  for 
a  terrific  beating  —  the 
Lambda  Chis  are  about 
to  rally  'round. 


We  hope  that  disdainful  nose  doesn't  in- 
dicate bad  food  at  Willard  this  year — 
you   girls  are  liable  to   be   getting  thin. 


Phi  Gam  rush  technique.  If  the 
yearling  doesn't  say  yes  George 
Carlson  and  John  Nilson  are  con- 
templating a  wee  push. 


Gosh,  my  back's  pretty, 


CITUHISIIIC 


Chuck  Lewis  is  rather  a  lucky  fellow 
being  teamed  gp  with  Connie  Phillips 
In  the  cannpiis  revival  of  George 
S.     Kaufman's     Broadway     success. 


^nlr  'K 'i 
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A  miss  is  as  good  as  her  smile,  especially  wh 
he's  backed  up  by  a  de-tal  display  as  exhibited  -n 
the  last  row  of  this  VVaa-Mu  chorus  group.  Front 
row.  left  to  riohi;  Georgia  Anheiser.  Jean  Arms. 
Second  row:  Jean  WcCracken,  Miriam  Barker,  C 
aroline  Pope.  Phyllis  Murphy.  Dorothy  Wheeier, 
Virginia  Joice.  Last  row:  Perc  De  Tamble,  David 
Sprinaor,  Don  Simpson,  John  Harr^ham. 


Can  this  be  one  of  Bob  Rlcn  s  proposing  moods:'  He'; 
looking  rather  that  way  at  Dona  Du  Beau  Of  course  it', 
in  the  leading  role  of  Winforgreen  —  nothina   so-ious. 


iley,    Waa-Mu    dancing    lead 

y  be  pointing  out  that  growing  hox 

fflce  line  but  his  partner.  Kay  Sizor 

terest    in    the    camera. 


Stacked  is  the  only  word  to  describe  this 
chorus  group  jno  pun  intended).  Bottom 
row:  Connie  Phillips.  Chuck  Lewis,  Ruth 
Groman.  Second  row:  John  Rehman  Joy 
Hawley.  Frank  Peddie.  Top:  Dorothy  Ericksen. 


ng  their 
parts  as  Throt- 
tlebot+om 
Diana. 
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Dean  Davies  and  one  of  the  stu- 
dents get  together  —  wo  hope 
it's  nothing  serious. 


-iu/ih.i'Cao&  tflWn 


Just  a  few  of  the  thousands  ofi 
students  which  nightly  paw  through  j 
these  portals  in  their  quest  fori 
commerce  book  learning. 


This  officious  little  lady 
couldn't  keep  her  mind  on 
her  books  when  the  photog- 
rapher showed  up. 


Pat  Diamond  looks  ready 
to  mix  it  up  a  bit  at  the 
Commerce  Club  mixer. 

Howell  Gefflnger  gives 
us  a  snappy  profile 
while  Ben  Swanson 
reads  that  outstanding 
magazine  of  collegiate 
life— ^plug). 


It  appears  as  if 
SelwynColeman 
has  heard  that 
one  about  .  .  . 
"All  work  and 
no  play  makes 
jack  and  lots  of 
it. 


These  boys  resorted  to  a 
rather  rugged  form  of  re- 
laxation between  dances  at 
the  Alpha  Kappa  Psi  dance. 


Warren  Van  Per  Root  and  Gordon 
Pastor  are  going  to  make  good 
husbands  for  some  girls  —  they're 
cleaning  up  after  the  Alpha  Kappa 
Psi  dance. 


^,>.  ,■:'■*'" 
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Our  lightning  action  camera  stopped  these  "Jitter  Bugs, 
dead  in  their  tracks  at  a  Chi  campus  shuffle. 


JLodays    C^ueen-ol-tne- C^ampus    Is 
As  Oniart  As  XTer  ijackgrouno   Ouit 

Ana  vvnen  it  is  tnis  Snetlana-wool  lour  piece  suit  .  .  .  that  can  ne  worn 
in  six  ailrerent  wa^s  .  .  .  sne  can  ^ain  nerselr  a  reputation  tor  aownri|nt 
wizardry  in  dress.  (Tnis  teing  one  instance  wlien  no  self-respecting  female 
ever  demurs  at  naving  ner  pretty  name  Landied  about).  Tnis  dark  top- 
coat and  skirt,  witn  jacket  and  spare  skirt  to  contrast,  nave  tnat  flare  for 
good  line     lor  wnicn  every  smootn  modern  nas  tne  wisest  respect. 

It  comes  in  tne  newest  spring  color  comoinations  of  black  and  Lei|e, 
navy  and  rosekerry,  and  navy  and  powder  klue.  Sizes  11  to  (t  O  Q  O  ^ 
17.    Priced  at - ^Zy.yO 

leeji^a  Snap,  Fourth  Floor 

CARSON  PIRIE  SCOTT  &  CO 


PURPLE  PARROT 


SPRING,  1938 


For  the 

COLLEGE  BACHELOR 


WE  CAN'T  say  of  what 
vintage  the  roadster  this 
collegian  is  driving  may 
boast  but  we  do  know  the  fashionable 
clothes  he  has  collected  around  him. 
His  hat  is  one  of  the  more  conserva- 
tive models  featured  for  the  univer- 
sity    man,     a     Dobb's     Crosscountry 


which  is  so  lightweight  and  comfort- 
able with  its  ventilated  crown  that  it 
is  worn  appropriately  both  now  and 
throughout  the  spring  and  fall 
months.  The  sports  coat  on  our 
friend  in  the  center  is  of  English 
tweed  in  a  reddish  brown  color — 
single  breasted,   of  course,  and  per- 


Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co. 


feet  for  grey  flannels.  The  stroller  in 
the  picture  has  chosen  a  feather- 
weight leather  jacket  to  ward  off  the 
cool  Lake  Michigan  breezes;  it  comes 
in  dark  brown  smooth  tanned  leather 
which  gives  more  of  a  dressy  appear- 
ance than  do  the  old  time  suede 
jackets.  Beneath  both  coat  and 
jacket,  the  sleeveless  sweater  is  the 
correct  attire.  The  one  here  is  of 
soft    brushed     wool     and     comes     in 

(Continued    on    page   27) 


J     w  you     ^"^ 


Copyright  1938,  Liggett  &  Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


LfOndon    and    ±aris    Imports   lo    (jet    You 
Out  In  Ihe   VV  eatner — VV  kether  or  Not 

Wnetner  or  not  ^ou  re  tne  ^lurious-rain-in-tne-iace-lvpe  ...  or  one 
wnose  normal  impul:?e  is  to  curl  up  in  a  warm  dr^  spot  .  .  .  eiiner  or  tliese 
rainy-weatner  imports  will  §ive  ^ou  an  inipellin|  urge  to  Le  out  in  it.  For 
no  |irl  it  stie  fancies  herself  at  all,  coulj  resist  sucn  a  cnance  to  look  ner 
most  KOun|  and  winning  self      wnile  insuring  ner  clotnes  protection. 

ilie  XVaincoat  —  imported  from  London,  of  corduroj;  witn  rutber  lining, 
comes  in  navv,  wnite  or  li|rit  nlue.  Sizes  12  io  IS.  ^-i  r\  Ci  r 
Priced  at   -      - - ^JjiU.^O 

i.  lie  \_aj>e  —  i  in  ported  rrom  Paris,  is  or  ruDoerized  rabric  and  ^  1  O  C\  r' 
comes  in  wnlte  witn  nav^g.    Sizes   12  to  IS.    Priced  at       ^J-L^-J/CJ 

Sport  Shop,  Fourth  Floor 
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SYLLABUS  QUEENS  ON   REVIEW 


1.  Adele  Woods  recently  married 
Prof.  Woods  of  N.  U.  Zoology  de- 
partment and  was  late  for  her  photog- 
raphy appointment  because  she  had 
to  plan  her  husband's  lunch.  She  is 
a  graduate  student  in  zoology,  is  tail 
with  black  hair  and  brown  eyes.  She 
is  a  Delta  Zeta  Syllabus  candidate. 

2.  A.  E.  Phi's,  Leona  Silverfield  has 
lived  in  the  south  all  her  life,  yet 
she  has  never  seen  a  sharecropper — 
but  she  did  acquire  a  definite  south- 
ern accent.  Rather  short,  with  blue 
eyes,  brown  hair,  and  an  ivory  com- 
plexion, this  freshman  co-ed  seems 
destined  to  follow  in  the  footsteps 
of  Adair  Freeman,  former  A.  E.  Phi 
Syllabus  queen. 

3.  From  Tampico,  Mexico,  comes 
vivacious  Conchita  Sutton  to  major 
in  Spanish.  She  stands  five  feet  four 
inches,  weighs  115  pounds,  and 
wants  to  become  a  singer.  Among 
other  things  she  is  an  eccentric 
dancer,  a  candid  camera  fan  and 
is  an  ardent  sports  follower.  Alpha 
Chi  Omega  feels  that  the  all-campus 
vote  for  queen  gives  Conchita  a 
good  chance  for  the  crown. 

4.  Marion  Pierce  has  rhythm  in  her 
soul — at  least  by  all  indications.  Her 
field  of  concentration  is  trumpet  play- 
ing —  her  favorite  dance  band  — 
Horace  Heidt,  because  of  his  brass 
section.  She  is  the  only  feminine  mem- 
ber of  N.  U.'s  symphony  orchestra, 
and  her  ambition,  curiously,  is  to  be 
a  solo  cornetist.  Alpha  Xi  Delta  has 
elected  her  as  their  queen  candidate. 

5.  Beverly  Blunlc  of  Hobart  House 
dates  Delts,  has  her  own  horse  which 
she  rides  with  expert  east;  she  is  in 
her  junior  year  in  speech  and  wants 
to  have  "a  success  on  the  stage."  If 
the  outcome  of  an  audition  with 
N.  B.  C.  taken  last  week  is  successful, 
her  ambition  will  be  realized. 

6.  Eleonora  Kyske  takes  her  studies 
seriously    but    at   the    same    time    is 


popular  with  the  students  on  campus. 
Since  biology  is  her  major  she  has 
made  a  hobby  of  bird  study  and  has 
read  extensively  on  the  subject.  Scien- 
tific research  interests  her  tremend- 
ously as  does  music.  She  plays  the 
piano  and  a  swing  trumpet. 

7.  Along  with  her  widow's  peak 
and  good  carriage,  Charlotte  Love 
is  a  good  sport — couple  this  all  with 
the  lead  in  Waa  Mu,  a  good  singing 
voice,  and  ability  as  a  dancer,  one 
can  readily  see  why  the  Kappa  Zeta 
Kappa's  are  so  confident  about 
Charlotte  Love  winning  the  title  of 
Syllabus  beauty  queen. 

8.  Gamma    Phi    Beta    pins    all    its 
hopes  on  a  tall,  striking,   blue- 
eyed  blonde  —  Virginia  An- 
derson,    who     has     lately 

been    claiming    all   the 
honors  as  far 


as  publications  go,  with  her  picture 
on  last  month's  Purple  Parrot  and 
her  nomination  this  month  for 
Syllabus  queen.  Besides  her  beauty, 
Ginny  is  an  activities  girl  —  from 
President  of  Willard  Hall  to  an  officer 
of  Waa  Mu.  She  is  athletic,  makes 
good  grades,  drives  her  own  Ford, 
and  is  majoring  in  Physical  Educa- 
tion. 

9.  Tall,  slender,  with  dark-brown 
hair,  Elsie  Hanson,  Independent  coun- 
cil candidate,  is  an  ideal  photog- 
rapher's model.  Myron  Chevlin,  In- 
dependent council  president  said: 
"We  thought  Elsie's  charm  and  per- 
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THE  BOSS  RELENTED,  saying: 
"Any  m-M  with  sense  enough  to 
find  a  builey  blend  that  liagrant 
and  mild  can  stay  on  my  pa>:roll 
r-        forever.  Get  mc  a  two-ounee  tni 


PREFERRED  BY  COLLEGE  MEN.  In  a  recent 
eurvt-y  by  Self-IIelp  liureaua  of  2o  representative 
universities,  students  rated  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
first  or  second  out  of  66  competing  pipe  tobaccos 
at  a  7naJority  of  these  colleges. 


TUNE  IN  Tommy  Dorsey  and  his  orchestra.   Every 
Wednesday,  8:30  P.  M.,  E.S.T.,  NBC  Red  Network. 


sonali+y  made  her  an  ideal  choice — 
in  my  opinion,  she  should  win,  al- 
though fhere  is  plenty  of  competi- 
tion." Miss  Hanson  designs  her  own 
clothes  and  would  like  to  take  up 
dress  designing  for  a  career. 

10.  Chi  Omega's  versatile  candi- 
date, Roberta  Butzloff,  appeared  in 
"Soft  Hat"  campus  movie,  modeled 
in  the  Daily  style  show,  and  served 
on  the  Freshman  and  Sophomore 
Commissions  as  well  as  on  Waa  Mu 
committees  in  her  four  years  at  N.  U. 
The  quiet,  refined  type,  her  sympa- 
thies are  with  the  Phi  Delta  Theta 
house. 

11.  According  to  Chuck  Barber, 
Syllabus  Business  Manager,  Doro- 
thy Erickson  is  "vivacious  and  an  all- 
around  good  sport."  She  enjoys  danc- 
ing at  the  Congress,  swimming,  figure 
skating,  and  wants  to  be  a  second 
Sonja  Henie.  The  blonde  A.  O.  Pi's 
Syllabus  candidate  is  sure  going 
places  for  a  Freshman. 

12.  Jean  Arms,  Delta  Gamma  can- 
didate, is  a  member  of  the  Sylla- 
bus staff  and  keeps  a  careful  eye 
on  the  queen  contest.  She  is  not 
only  a  good  student  with  a  6  point 
average  to  date  but  writes  feature 
stories  in  Bob  Estabrook's  Daily, 
dances  in  Waa  Mu  and  is  active  in 
Soph  class  activities.  "Petite(l)"  is  the 
way  Jean  describes  herself. 

13.  The  primary  requisite  of  a  good 
date,  according  to  Lucille  Peterson, 
is  the  ability  to  carry  on  a  clever 
conversation.  When  asked  about  the 
queen  contest,  she  said,  "I  think 
the  Syllabus  election  is  just  swell." 
Of  all  the  features  at  N.  U.  she 
likes  the  girls  the  best,  though  danc- 
ing and  acting  run  a  close  second. 

14.  The  only  girl  on  this  page  certain 
to  be  one  of  the  queens  is  Joy 
Hawley,  blonde  Kappa  from  Texas. 
She  likes  the  general  attitude  around 
campus,  but  her  pet  peeve  is  the 
weather.  Navy  Ball  queen  —  "the 
Kappa  type" — Joy  likes  men  that  are 
good  dancers  and  "smooth"  in  gen- 
eral. 

15.  Janet  Forbush,  Roger  House 
brunette  beauty,  has  among  her  hob- 


bies, tennis,  and  swimming.  In  ac- 
cordance with  her  ambition  to  be  a 
nursery  teacher,  she  is  intensely  fond 
of  little  "kids,"  the  smaller  the  bet- 
ter. Too  much  false  sophistication  is 
her  pet  peeve — she  would  like  more 
naturalness  and  "rah-rah"  spirit  in  col- 
lege. 

16.  Jean  Burnett  .  .  .  blonde  .  .  . 
brown  eyes  .  .  .  has  come  down  to 
N.  U.  from  Hartford,  Michigan,  for 
eight  semesters.  It  is  her  ambition 
to  be  a  Waa  Mu  girl  before  she 
graduates — Joe  Miller,  please  note. 
According  to  her,  she  is  "quite  in- 
terested" in  social  work  .  .  .  includ- 
ing going  out  with  Betas.  She  is 
Tri  Delt's  choice  for  Syllabus  queen. 

17.  Chapin  Hall's  Jean  Bartelone 
played  in  a  summer  stock  company 
the  past  season.  ("It  was  really  won- 
derful!") She  thought  the  Syllabus 
was  a  new  dance  and  the  Purple 
Parrot  an  Evanston  store  when  a 
freshman,  but  since  then  she  has  be- 
come more  completely  oriented.  Pro- 
fessional modeling  and  tango  danc- 
ing are  her  hobbles — as  for  men,  she 
likes  a  good  sense  of  humor,  but 
heartily  disapproves  of  the  more  ob- 
vious "lines." 

18.  A  Chicago  girl  with  blue  eyes 
and  light  brown  hair,  Georgia  An- 
heiser  is  president  of  Kappa  Delta, 
this,  her  sophomore  year.  For  a 
change  from  her  physical  education 
major,  she  swims,  shoots  on  the  Rifle 
team,  and  dances  in  Orchesis. 

19.  Dorothy  Wheeler  thinks  N.  U.'s 
football  team  Is  one  of  the  best  fea- 
tures of  the  university.  This  tall  and 
striking  Theta  thinks  the  queen  con- 
test this  year  is  a  good  idea  because 
"It  fits  in  better  with  the  N.  U. 
spirit"  (and  gives  her  a  good  chance 
for  the  crown — Ed.  note).  "Dophie's" 
pet  peeves  are  men  with  lines. 

20.  Very  English  in  her  taste,  agree- 
able, charming,  and  a  serious  stu- 
dent is  Florence  MacLeod,  Zeta  Tau 
Alpha  candidate.  From  Winnipeg, 
Canada,  she  has  an  M.  A.  degree  in 
English  and  is  working  for  her  doc- 
tor's degree.  Besides  getting  over  a 
6     point     average,     Florence     writes 
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poetry,  and  skates  and  dances  with 
the  best  of  them.  She  is  five  feet  two 
inches,  and  weighs  115  pounds. 
2 1 .  According  to  the  Parrot  re- 
porter Nancy  Powell  thinks  that  the 
publications  at  Northwestern  are  one 
of  the  school's  best  features.  When 
informed  of  her  nomination  as  Syl- 
labus queen  candidate  Nancy  was 
"flattered  and  pleased."  Nancy  is  a 
tall  and  striking  blonde  with  a  swell 
sense  of  humor — her  pet  peeve  is 
bow  ties  and  the  quality  she  admires 
most  is  ability  to  get  along  with 
people. 

SEEING  EYE 

(Continued  from   page   4) 

We  were  very  much  entangled  in 
the  crowd  spilling  out  of  the  Audi- 
torium theater  after  a  lecture  by  the 
man  who  wrote  "Main  Street"  and 
"It  Can't  Happen  Here."  We  were 
feeling  pretty  intellectual  and  it 
made  us  just  a  little  dizzy.  Or  maybe 
it  was  the  crowd.  Anyway,  we  swam 
over  toward  the  curb  for  a  breath  of 
air.     That  was  when  we  saw  him. 

He  appeared  to  be  in  immaculate 
evening  attire  and  coming  full  speed 
through  the  crowd  with  no  difficulty 
at  all.  The  lighted  cigarette  seemed 
scarcely  between  his  lips,  but,  rather, 
almost  to  float  before  them.  If  that 
doesn't  sound  logical,  remember  we 
are  reporting  our  exact  impression 
of  just  what  we  saw. 

He  navigated  in  our  direction.  His 
lips  parted  and  we  expected  to  see 
the  cigarette  drift  off  into  space.  It 
didn't  though.  We  guess  it  just  re- 
mained levitated. 

"What  was  the  lecture  tonight?" 
he  asked  us,  point  blank. 

"Uh,  Sinclair  Lewis,"  we  said,  pull- 
ing ourself  together  very  quickly. 

The  cigarette  tilted  up  a  bit  and 
the  eyebrows  rose  just  a  trifle  (it 
could  have  been  our  imagination]. 
"Oh  yes,"  he  said,  "Sinclair  Lewis" — 
and  disappeared  into  the  crowd. 

We  haven't  seen  him  since. 

Name 

We'd  hate  to  let  this  pillar  degen- 
erate into  a  joke  column,  but  some- 
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(Continued  from  page   18) 

natural  color  which  makes  it  wearable 
with  any  color  coat  or  slacks.  The 
shoes  carry  out  the  note  of  dressy 
comfort.  They  put  the  ease  and 
springiness  of  crepe  soles  on  their 
good  looking  tops  of  brown  calf  in 
a  wing  tip  oxford  cut.  They  can  be 
broken-in  in  one's  sleep. 

From  O.  E.  Schoeffler  of  Men's 
Wear  comes  a  letter  telling  of  the 
college  fashion  trends  he  has  ob- 
served on  twenty  or  more  campuses 
in  the  east  and  middle-west.  He  first 
notes  that  shetlands  and  tweeds  are 
becoming  more  popular  than  ever 
before.  They  seem  to  be  the  uni- 
versal choice  of  fabrics  for  jackets 
and  suits  with  the  best  dressed  uni- 
versity men.  These  rough-surfaced 
cloths,  he  comments,  are  also  pop- 
ular for  topcoats  and  reversible 
coats. 

Brown,  the  leading  color  in  these 
fabrics,  is  brightened  with  blue, 
green  or  red,  sometimes  with  two  of 
these  colors.  Greenish  mixtures  are 
getting  stronger,  especially  in  Harris 
tweeds.  Black-and-whites,  often  em- 
bellished with  blue  or  red,  also  have 
a  good  following.  Novel  patterns 
support  the  color  trend.  For  in- 
stance, the  small  all-over-check-effect 
grounds  set  off  the  M/2-inch  over- 
checks.  These  double-check  ideas 
present  something  new.  Then  there 
are  the  simple  overplaids  that  appear 
on  plain  diagonals.  Naturally  there 
continues  to  be  a  sustained  interest 
in  Glenurquhart  plaids  and  distinct 
checks.  Two-tone  herringbones  and 
diagonals  get  a  good  rating,  as  also 
do   diamonds. 

The  jackets  of  suits  and  those  worn 
with  separate  slacks  run  to  plaid 
models,  either  two-  or  three-button 
styles  with  notched  lapels  and  plain 
backs  with  a  center  vent.  Few,  in- 
deed, are  the  belted  backs. 

The  covert  cloth  slacks  are  catch- 
ing on  at  a  fast  clip.  The  best  color 


is  the  olive  tan,  a  neutral  tone  that 
may  be  worn  with  a  jacket  of  almost 
any  color.  More  numerous  are  the 
plain  color  slacks,  but  also  in  the  pic- 
ture are  overplaids. 

Plain  grey  slacks  are  still  the  lead- 
ing style  from  the  viewpoint  of  nu- 
merical strength.  In  dark  shade,  they, 
too,  are  worn  with  jackets  of  all  kinds. 
It  seems  that  every  well-dressed  east- 
ern undergraduate  has  one  or  more 
pairs  of  such  slacks. 

Raglans  reign  in  topcoats.  The 
latest  for  sport  and  campus  wear  is, 
of  course,  the  finger-tip  length  styles. 
The  ever-present  reversible  coat,  the 
Harris  and  other  tweed  coats  all  fea- 
ture the  raglan  sleeve  while  most 
models  of  the  finger-tip  coats  come 
in  raglan,  it  is  true,  but  virtually  ex- 
clusively in  the  camel's  hair  cloth. 
Incidentally,  the  reversible  coat  is 
as  popular  as  ever,  with  plain  tan 
gabardine  the  usual  complement  to 
the  tweed  or  Shetland  shell.  The  cam- 
el's hair  —  in  double-breasted  style, 
either  belted  or  plain  is  still,  how- 
ever, the  fashion  leader  in  topcoats. 


^ 


First  Gal — I'll  have  you  know  I'm 
going  to  marry  a  Phi  Delt  and  a 
gentleman. 

Second  Gal — "You  can't.  That's 
bigamy."  — Sulphur  Spray 
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times  we  need  a  filler  and  once  in  a 
while  a  funny  one  comes  along.  The 
chap  who  fold  us  this  liftle  story  near- 
ly laughed  himself  sick,  so  we  pass  it 
along  without  reservation.  One's 
conscience  gets  pretty  callous  after 
he's  gone  a  while  to  Northwestern. 

"Well,"  said  the  funny  fellow,  "it 
seems  that  a  little  guy  came  before 
the  judge  to  have  his  name  changed 
and  when  the  judge  asked  him  what 
his  name  was  he  said,  'Franklin  D. 
Gargleschnopt.' 

"Well,  the  judge  said  he  could  cer- 
tainly understand  why  the  fellow 
wanted  to  change  a  name  like  that, 
and  so  he  gave  him  the  necessary 
papers  and  helped  him  fill  them  out 
properly.  Then  he  asked  the  little 
guy  what  he  wanted  his  name  chang- 
ed to  and  the  fellow  said,  'I  want  it 
changed  to  just  Joe  Gargle- 
schnopt' !" 

By  this  time  the  gagster  (Repub- 
lican) was  practically  hysterical.  We 
had  to  take  him  to  an  economics  lec- 
ture to  sober  him  up. 
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Bird  Trouble 

Our  friend  has  a  canary.  The  ca- 
nary's name  is  Ben  Bolt. 

We  first  saw  Ben  shortly  after  our 
friend  had  acquired  him.  At  that 
time  Ben  was  of  a  timid  nature.  As 
soon  as  my  friend  and  we  approached 
him,  he  broke  abruptly  in  the  midst 
of  a  warble  and  began  to  indulge 
In  a  violent  series  of  frightened  at- 
tempts to  batter  down  the  wires  and 
make  an  escape. 

"See,"  said  our  friend,  "he  likes 
us!"  But  his  words  carried  no  con- 
viction. 

it  didn't  look  as  though  we  were 
going  to  hear  Ben  sing,  for  he  was 
crouching  at  the  bottom  of  the  cage 
and  staring  across  the  room  at  us  sul- 
lenly. We  said  we  thought  we  better 
be  going. 

From  time  to  time  thereafter  our 
friend  reported  to  us  on  his  progress 
with  Ben.  He  said  that  it  was  slow 
but  that  they  were  gradually  get- 
ting acquainted  and  it  was  only  a 
matter  of  time  before  the  bird  would 
be  eating   out  of  his  hand. 

One  day  last  week  we  visited  the 
fellow  and  right  away  he  began  to 
tell  us  about  his  little  feathered 
friend.  "He's  a  regular  fighter  now," 
he  declared,  "not  afraid  of  any- 
thing. Come  out  in  the  kitchen  and 
watch  him  play  with  me." 

We  went  in  the  kitchen  and  stood 
under  the  cage  and  sure  enough, 
Ben  was  as  calm  as  could  be.  But  he 
still  had  that  sullen  look,  and  we 
didn't  like  it. 

"Now  watch,"  said  our  friend. 

He  stuck  his  finger  in  the  cage  and 
the  canary  pounced  on  it  and  began 
to  peck  vigorously,  accompanying 
the  attack  with  violent  movements 
of  the  wings  and  shrieks  that  sounded 
like  some   pretty  nasty  remarks. 

"See  how  they  respond  to  kind- 
ness," said  our  friend.  "He's  lost 
every  bit  of  fear." 

"Yes,"  we  said,  as  the  bird  came 
down  on  our  friend's  finger  with  a 
particularly  vicious  whack,  "they  cer- 
tainly do  respond  to  kindness." 

"The  only  thing,"  said  our  friend, 
his  face  clouding,  "the  only  thing 
now  is  that  he  won't  sing  any  morel" 
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SINE   LANGUAGE 

(Continued  from    page   5) 

This  is  all  my  own  fault.  When  they 
advised  me  to  take  math  I  should 
have  smiled  my  inscrutable  smile  and 
said  "Nerts!"  But  no;  I'm  the  obliging 
type.  Sure  I'll  take  math,  sir.  It  will 
probably  be  good  mental  discipline. 
No,  I  haven't  gone  near  the  stuff  for 
five  years.  I  can  take  it  or  leave  it 
alone.  Heh-heh-heh.  And  here  I  am, 
wrestling  in  prayer  with  a  problem 
that  would  have  given  old  Eureka 
something  to  worry  about.  I  bet  the 
old  boy  wouldn't  have  leaped  out  of 
his  bath  with  the  answer  to  this  one. 

Ah,  it's  all  so  sad.  I  could  weep 
right  here  at  the  blackboard  if  these 
damned  freshmen  weren't  watching. 
I'll  be  weeping  anyway  if  this  brat 
next  to  me  doesn't  stop  banging  that 
eraser  on  the  ledge.  What  is  this,  a 
Christmas  pageant  with  him  playing 
the  snowstorm?  Stop  it,  you  embry- 
onic slide  ruler,  I'm  getting  that  stuff 
In  my  face.  I  would  wear  a  dark  sui+ 
today.  How  could  I  know  I'd  get 
stuck  at  the  board  next  to  the  off- 
stage effects  from  East  Lynne?  Stop 
it,  think  of  my  hay  fever.  Think  of 
home  and  mother.  Give  me  that 
eraser! 

There  ought  to  be  something  I 
could  do  about  this  problem.  If  X 
is  equal  to  the  sine  of  B  —  ah,  hell. 
My  sines  have  found  me  out.  If  I 
had  the  energy  I  could  do  something 
with  that.  I've  got  sinus  trouble.  Sine 
and  tide  wait  for  no  man.  Good 
Lord,  my  mind  is  wandering.  X  is 
equal  to  the  sine  of  B. 

Oh,  well,  why  should  I  get  worked 
up  about  it?  Lots  of  other  great  men 
were  rotten  at  math.  I  bet  Lincoln 
got  pretty  tired  of  figuring  up  his 
accounts  after  he  walked  twenty  miles 
in  a  snowstorm  to  pay  someone  two 
cents.  I'll  bet  Mr.  Dionne  wishes  he 
didn't  know  any  math.  Yeah,  and  look 
at  Brigham  Young. 

My  God,  there  are  only  two  of  us 

(Continued  on  page  31) 
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(Continued   from    page   9) 

It  was  a  drizzly  night,  and  fog 
banks  roiled  in  off  the  lake. 

"Nice  out,"  he  offered,  peering 
through  the  murk.  His  stomach  was 
tense. 

Rosalie  rested  her  head  on  the  top 
of  the  seat.  To  Dick's  anxious  eyes, 
she  seemed  distraught.  "I  like  this 
kind  of  weather,"  she  supplemented. 

it  was  a  common  bond,  and  he 
leaped  to  establish  it.  "Rain,  gloom, 
and  queer  lights?" 

She  closed  her  eyes.  "I  like  to  walk 
with  the  rain   pounding  in  my  face." 

"Not,"  he  observed,  "in  a  forma! 
evening  gown." 

Rosalie  changed  the  subject. 
'How's  your  hand  now?" 

He  had  broken  it  in  a  touchball 
game.  "O.  K.,"  he  replied,  the  fingers 
of  that  same  hand  unpinning  his 
fraternity  emblem.  Something  told 
him  that  the  moment  had  come;  that 
Rosalie  was  receptive. 

Dick  glanced  sideways.  She  was 
preoccupied  with  the  passing  ob- 
jects. He  fought  a  constriction  in  his 
throat  that  fiendishly  tried  to  choke 
off  his  voice.  "Rosalie,"  he  began. 

"Yes?"  came  her  musical  tones  in 
reply. 

A  calamity  struck  Richard  Holland. 
He  felt  that  if  he  tried  to  speak,  it 
would  be  a  dismal  croaking.  Fur- 
tively, he  tugged  at  the  binding  col- 
lar that  was  thrusting  a  button  into 
his  knotted  throat.  She  turned  curi- 
ously. 

"Anything  wrong?"  she  asked 
quickly,  with  evident  concern  in  her 
voice. 

The  spell  passed  along  with  the 
opportunity.  "Nope,"  he  mumbled 
dejectedly,  "just  this  blamed  'soup 
and  fish'!" 

"Why,  Dick!"  Rosalie  exclaimed, 
"I  thought  that  you  liked  to  go  out 
formal." 

"Well,"  he  answered,  "I  don't. 
I  feel  like  a  lobster." 


"I  suppose,"  she  asked  with  a  hint 
of  frigid  reproof,  "that  you  prefer 
those  strange  combinations  you  wear 
on  campus?" 

The  conversation  was  running  away 
from  him.  He  didn't  want  to  fight. 
That  wouldn't  do.  "Sorry  I  mentioned 
it,"   he   apologized,    "let's  skip  it." 

Rosalie  skipped  right  into  a  dis- 
cussion of  the  last  motion  picture 
she  had  seen.  Dick  was  angry  with 
himself,  talked  under  a  queer  strain. 
He  had  had  his  chance  and  muffed 
it.  Maybe  he'd  get  another.  Grimly, 
speaking  monosyllabically,  he  thread- 
ed in  and  out  of  the  ghostly  traffic. 

He  stole  glances  at  his  companion 
from  time  to  time.  He  could  have 
sworn  that  she  was  bothered  about 
something.  She  stared  ahead  unsee- 
ing, her  fingers  absently  playing  with 
long  white  gloves.  Occasionally,  she 
bit  her  lip. 

As  they  swung  off  the  Drive,  she 
laid  her  fingers  on  his  arm.  "Let's 
not  go  in  yet,"  she  pleaded,  "I'd 
like  a  little  more  of  this  atmosphere." 

Dick  was  willing.  The  instant  that 
they  entered  the  doors  of  the  hotel, 
he  had  to  share  her  loveliness  with 
every  gawking  yokel  there.  "O.  K.," 
he  said.  "Whither  away?" 

"Anywhere." 

He  went  straight  ahead,  down 
through  the  Loop  and  on  to  the 
South  Side.  Intuitively,  he  sensed  that 
she  didn't  want  to  speak,  so  he 
waited  for  her  to  break  the  silence. 

"Dick,"  she  said  at  last.  "I  don't 
know  what  to  do." 

"About  what?"  he  asked,  relieved 
that  the  tension  was  over. 

She  turned  to  him  with  a  wistful 
smile  that  surged  the  blood  through 
his   heart.   "We're   pals,   aren't  we?" 

"Sure." 

Rosalie  looked  away  from  him. 
"That's  why  I'm  telling  you  this."  He 
awaited  her  continuation.  "I  got  a 
letter  from  my  fiance,  he's  break- 
ing our  engagement." 

"What?"  he  shouted.  "Engage- 
ment?" 

"Yes,"    she    affirmed.    "Explains    a 


lot  of  things,  doesn't  It?"  Bill  goes 
to  an  Eastern  school.  He  wanted  me 
to  have  dates,  and  he'd  have  them, 
too.  If  either  of  us  found  someone 
else;  well,  that  would  settle  the  ques- 
tion."   Rosalie  stared    at   her  fingers. 

"I'll  wring  his  neck,"  Dick  vowed 
between  clenched  teeth  and  then 
abandoned  all  threats  of  revenge 
because  Rosalie  turned  her  face  to 
the  window,  shoulders  heaving  pa- 
thetically. 

He  groped  for  words  to  comfort 
her,  but  couldn't  think  of  any.  He 
glared  straight  ahead,  hands  clutch- 
ing the  wheel  instead  of  Bill's  neck. 

Gradually,  under  the  soothing  in- 
fluence of  the  rain,  Rosalie  grew 
quiet.  Dick  had  a  sudden  flare  of 
courage  and  acted  while  he  was  in 
the  spirit  of  the  moment. 

When,  the  Ball  over,  Dick  kissed 
Rosalie  good  night,  she  was  wearing 
a  little  gold  pin.  She  stood  in  the 
hallway  until  he  had  gone,  then  went 
upstairs   to    her   room,    eyes   shining. 

After  undressing,  she  paused  a 
moment  before  tumbling  into  bed 
and  picked  up  a  little  green  book 
that  occupied  the  place  of  honor  on 
her   dresser. 

"Thank  God,"  said  Rosalie  Clark- 
son,  with  a  happy  smile,  "for  Psy- 
chology." 

"Help"  cried  the  little  wheat  field, 
"I've  been  reaped." 

Frosh  —  "I  just  brought  a  skunk 
home." 

Roommate  —  "Where  you  gonna' 
keep  him?" 

Frosh  —  "Under  the  bed." 

Roommate  —  "What  about  the 
smell?" 

Frosh  —  "Oh  he'll  get  used  to  it, 
I  did." 
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SINE  LANGUAGE 

(Continued  from  page  29) 

left  at  the  board.  If  I  can't  get 
through  before  this  dumb  pot  next  to 
me  I'll  know  I'm  licked.  It  will  be  ail 
over.  Day  before  yesterday  I  told 
him  they  found  a  college  man  in  the 
Varsity  Bar,  but  he  was  dead,  and 
flop-ears  wanted  to  know  what  killed 
him.  A  moron,  that's  all.  A  low-grade 
imbecile. 

I  wish  I  had  a  Scotch  and  soda. 
That's  what  I  need,  brain  food.  Two 
Scotch  and  sodas  and  I'd  go  to  the 
head  of  the  class.  I  might  weave  a 
bit,  but  by  God  I'd  get  there.  Three 
of  them  and  I'd  tell  this  prof  where 
to  head  in.  Look  at  him,  talking  to 
bright  girl.  Go  on,  make  your  silly 
gags.  She  may  be  a  math  shark,  but 
I  bet  she's  no  help  in  a  rumble  seat. 
I'd  rather  have  a  bear  rug.  Aren't 
they  having  the  fun,  though!  Laugh- 
ing their  fat  silly  heads  off,  and  here 
I  am,  bathed  in  my  own  sweat. 
X  is  equal  to  the  sine  of  B. 

Yeah,  there  goes  my  high-grade 
moron  under  full  sail.  That  classifies 
me,  all  right.  Now  I'm  alone  at  the 
board.  Maybe  if  I'm  very  quiet  they 
won't  notice  me.  Maybe  if  I  turn 
white  and  squeak  they'll  think  I'm  a 
piece  of  chalk.  Did  I  hear  a  snicker 
from  the  back  of  the  room?  Go  on, 
laugh,  freshmen.  To  think  I  was 
against  hazing  once.  They  should 
have  their  ears  beaten  off.  Ears? 
What    am    I    getting    mid-Victorian 
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about?  Listen,  it's  just  a  snicker,  but 
before  long  it  will  be  a  roar.  Just 
wait  till  they  catch  sight  of  me,  the 
shrinking  flower  'gainst  the  crannied 
wail.  They're  slow  getting  a  joke, 
but  once  they  catch  on,  whew! 

Maybe  if  I  yelled  "Mouse!"  I 
could  get  away  in  the  confusion.  If 
I  had  been  nicer  to  bright  girl  she'd 
be  wig-wagging  the  answer  to  me 
right  now.  Perhaps  I  shouldn't  have 
said  she  looks  like  a  sheep,  but  by 
God  she  does  look  like  a  sheep.  What 
am  I  to  do,  prostitute  my  honesty 
just  to  pass  freshman  math?  I'll  file 
that  under  Ideas  to  Be  Mulled  Over. 

Yeah,  teacher,  remember  me?  Un- 
told eons  have  roiled  by  since  you 
sent  me  to  the  board.  You  probably 
don't  recognize  me  on  account  of 
the  beard.  It's  been  growing  ever 
since  I  got  here.  Well,  do  something. 
Don't  just  stand  there  with  a  silly 
grin  on  your  face.  Come  on,  there's 
lots  of  room.  Maybe  between  us  we 
can  work  something  out.  Oh,  don't 
hang  back.  Everything  will  be  all 
right.  What  do  you  know  about  the 
sine  of  B? 

Yes,  sir,  it's  a  little  hard.  Really? 
No  wonder  it  seemed  tough,  if  there 
isn't  any  answer. 


ANNA  CHRISTIE 

(Confinued    from    page    10) 

O'NEILL:  Frequently.  Frequently. 
Earl  Wynn  is  in  it,  too.  He  plays 
Anna's  father,  Chris.  The  one  who 
keeps  saying  that  the  sea  is  an  old — 
you  know. 

TOLLER:  Goodness,  yes.  Been  do- 
ing Shakespeare  ever  since  the  old 
Globe  days,  hasn't  he?  (Historical 
reference). 

O'NEILL:  And  then  there's  Dave 
Hyatt.  He  was  your  Cain  and  my 
poet.  Gets  around  quite  a  lot. 

TOLLER:  Well,  I  always  was  in 
favor  of  the  bicycle.  (Cf.:  Hoos 
Drug  Store).  Our  age  is  too  mecha- 
nized. Now,  you  take  the  growth  of 
the  machines  —  (Sociological  build- 
up). 

O'NEILL:  Sorry,  but  I've  really  got 
to  be  going.  Finishing  a  multiple 
trilogy  with  occasional  dramatic  in- 
terludes. 

TOLLER:  What  phase  are  you 
working  on  now? 

O'NEILL:  Oh,  the  best  part. 
The  part  where  you  go  out  for  sup- 
per.   (Joke). 

Something  diaphanous  obscures 
them,  and  the  line  forms  to  the  right 
at  the  University  Theatre  boxoffice. 
So  nice  of  you  to  come. 
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RIB   TICKLERS 


to  fence  against  a  woman.  Even  after 
years  of  instruction,  their  technique 
is  so  thoroughly  original  that  one 
stops  in  sheer  amazement,  only  to  be 
brought  up  short  by  a  stab  over  the 
heart  which  must  make  one's  auricles 
and  ventricles  pale.  Yet  one  just  can't 
seem  to  compress  one's  lips  in  firm 
resolve  and  slash  out  at  that  timid 
figure  shrinking  before  the  expected 
thrust.  At  the  end  of  the  bout,  the 
man  stands  exhausted  and  bruised, 
contemplating  a  fresh  wisp  of  energy 
in  front  of  him.  When  women  fencers 
are  concerned,  I  definitely  am  in 
favor  of  separate  gymnasiums,  segre- 
gated classes  or  more  padding  for 
the  men.  Of  course,  there  are  good 
women  fencers  against  whom  it  is  a 
joy  to  compete.  In  fact,  I  believe 
there  is  one  in  Detroit  and  two  in 
New  York. 

Fencing  Is  an  Inestimable  aid  to 
the  development  of  one's  manners. 
Being  the  sport  of  kings  and  of  gentle- 
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Monday,  returning  any  day  within 
15  days — allow  you  a  round  trip  on 
TWA    for   "fare-and-a-half." 


Let  one  of  TWA's  giant  Sky  Sleeper 
or  Sky  Club  planes  be  the  magic 
carpet  that  whisks  you  in  a  few 
hours  across  the  miles  for  a  weekend 
of  dude  ranching  ...  in  the  Indian 
country  around  Albuquerque,  where 
men  are  men  .  .  .  and  the  "dude 
cow  girls"  roll  their  own  cigarettes 
from  the  top  rail  of  the  corral  fence. 

Cast  an  eye  over  these  sample 
fares  and  plan  a  real  weekend  or 
Easter  vacation. 


CHICAGO  TO 

Regular 
Round  Trip 

Excursion. 
Fare 

>'ew  York     . 

%  80.90 

%  6T.42 

Pittsburgh 

43.10 

3.1.92 

Ft.  AVa)  ne 

15.74 

13.12 

Albuquerque 

11.5.82 

96.53 

Los  Angeles 

189.00 

157.50 

For  Information  or  Reservations, 
eaJI  your  student  travel  bureau  or 
TWA,  Lobby  Palmer  House,  Phone 
State'2433. 
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man,  too,  fencing  soon  teaches  one  to 
curse  softly  so  that  the  judges  cannot 
hear.  Of  course,  to  supplement 
fencing,  one  must  take  up  some  com- 
pensating sport,  for  the  muscles  of 
the  right  arm  and  leg  develop 
mightily,  while  the  poor  left  side  just 
rests,  biding  its  time  until  the  bout 
is  over  and  it  can  do  somethng  uise- 
ful — wiping  perspiration  from  the 
brow,  perhaps.  Personally,  I  have 
alternated  fencing  with  specialized 
swimming,  concentrating  on  the  left- 
side stroke.  Still,  it  is  damnably  hard 
to  keep  the  muscles  on  each  side  of 
the  body  having  the  right  bulges  in 
the  same  place. 

Yes,  fencing  is  a  grand  old  sport. 
It  gets  down  deep  within  one  and 
stays  there — stays  there  that  is,  until 
it  is  replaced  by  an  inch  or  two  of 
cold  steel.  Through  a  punctured 
anatomy,  interest  in  fencing  seems  to 
find  a  hurried  exit.  Still,  I  have  never 
encountered  any  sport  with  an  appeal 
comparable  to  fencing,  excluding 
those  few  games  played  with  a  ball. 

CAMPUS  BABBLE 

(Continued   from   page   8) 

she's  in  school.  But  the  peculiar  part 
about  it  is  that  she  was  and  still  Is 
engaged  to  a  boy  in  Kansas  City. 


Funniest  story  developing  out  of 
the  Gamma  Phi  formal  concerns  Rae 
Solum  and  Lambda  Chi  Milt  Kolar. 
During  the  evening  Milt  found  a  short 
cut  to  the  Main  Bar  and  when,  ab- 
sent mindedly,  he  hauled  Rae  through 
the  room  generally  thought  of  as  for 
GENTLEMEN,  there  was  no  end  to 
the  masculine  howls  of  protest. 


It  seems  like  the  old  school  meant 
business  this  semester.  The  boys 
really  went  out  on  their  respective 
ears.  One  of  them  that  we  hated  to 
see  go  was  Bill  Keane  over  at  the 
"push-em-in-a-corner"  house.  He  was 
one  of  the  swellest  guys  that  we 
know — N.  U.,  you're  getting  too 
tough.  .  .  .  Mertz  hung  his  pin  again, 
boys.  .  .  .  Babble  was  plenty  sur- 
prised   to   see    Kurt   Stoehr   wearing 


his  Phi  Gam  pin  again.  We  thought 
the  Stoehr-Day  combination  was  here 
to  stick.  But  as  Kurt  said,  "It's  just 
like  going  to  Florida  in  the  winter. 
You  know,  a  change  in  scene." 


The  3500  has  taken  a  beating  many 
times,  from  many  people,  but  we'll 
put  our  money  on  Phi  Gam  Gene 
Sheasby  any  time.  Sheasby  is  the  lad 
who  uses  the  club's  tables  and  dance 
floor  but  retires  to  his  car  when 
the  urge  to  drink  comes  upon  him. 
In  the  car  he  has  beer,  beer  by  the 
gallon. 


The  econ.  department  Is  going  too 
far  in  the  training  of  young  minds. 
It  has  even  pervaded  love.  It  is  com- 
mon rumor  that  every  time  Al  Potter 
plants  one  on  Portia  Clark  in  front 
of  the  Pi  Phi  house  after  a  date,  he 
takes  time  out  to  discuss  with  her 
the  economic  situation  in  the  United 
States. 


Babble  reports  a  good  one  on 
Chuck  Newton,  Phi  Gam  pledge.  The 
University  Is  interested  In  his  brother, 
Sam,  who  plays  a  good  brand  of 
football  out  In  Sioux  City.  So  Don 
Heap  called  him  up  to  ask  him  about 
him.  Chuck  knew  that  Don  didn't 
know  him  at  all  so  when  the  Wildcat 
star  said,  "Hello,  Chuck,  this  is  Don 
Heap,"  his  only  answer  was,  "Oh 
yeah." 


Further  evidence  that  the  Sigma 
Chi  lodge  "ain't  what  It  used  to 
be"  but  that  the  brothers  are  at 
least  trying  to  retain  certain  hablhs 
acquired  from  their  more  illustrious 
alums  was  shown  shortly  after  Xmas 
vacation  when  Babble  noticed  SIgs 
Bob  Trusdell  and  Dick  Withrow  and 
dates  attempting  to  jump  the  bill  at 
the  Bismarck's  Bierstube  and  failing 
miserably. 


A  feature  of  the  Phi  Delt  formal 
was  the  "Mystery  of  the  Stolen  Or- 
chids" as  enacted  by  Fred  Kroemer 
with  Navy  Ball  Queen  Joy  Hawley 
and  Jimmy  Collins.  Kroemer,  while 
(Continued   on    page   34) 
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With  BOB  KERSTING 
Dining,  Dancing 

DRAKE  HOTEL  —  Hal  Kemp  and  his 
great  band,  along  with  comely 
Maxine  Grey,  Bob  Allen,  and  Saxy 
Dowell,  head  a  great  show  in  the 
Gold  Coast  Room.  Elaine  and 
Barry,  youthful  advocates  of  Veioz 
and  Yolanda's  style  in  swingtime, 
are  coupled  with  Sunnie  O'Dea 
whose  songs  are  not  new  to  Chi- 
cagoans,  to  round  out  a  well  bal- 
anced and  enjoyable  show.  Mini- 
mum is  $3.00  week  nights  and  $3.50 
Saturdays. 

BISMARCK  HOTEL  —  Art  Kassel 
entertains  with  his  Castles  in  the  Air 
and  is  going  over  with  a  bang  down 
here  in  the  Walnut  Room.  We 
never  grow  tired  of  Art's  "Hell's 
Bells."  The  Two  Eileens  are  back  in 
town  at  this  spot  with  some  clever 
new  routines.  One  of  the  pair  was 
an  N.  U.  student  just  a  short  time 
back — remember?  Marlon  Holmes 
and  Billy  Lee  are  still  clicking  on 
the  vocals  with  the  band,  while 
Floan  and  Young,  versatile  dance 
pair,  complete  the  show.  Minimum 
is  $1  on  week  nights  and  $2  on 
Saturdays. 

STEVENS  HOTEL  —  The  Mid-Winter 
Revue  led  by  Sterling  Young  and 
his  orchestra  is  well  worth  your 
while  here  In  the  Boulevard  Room. 
Listen  especially  to  pianist  Dale 
Brown  on  those  fast  numbers,  and 
\q  vocalist  Donna  Lee  on  all  her 
numbers.  Don  Julian  and  Margie, 
fresh  from  a  west  coast  tour,  have 
some  Intricate  and  original  num- 
bers that  are  getting  a  lot  of  at- 
tention. The  attractive  Dorothy 
Byton  Girls  featuring  Eleanor 
Christian  complete  the  show.  Sterl- 
ing Young  moves  into  the  Contin- 
ental Room  to  head  the  new  Spring 

(Continued    on    page   34) 
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HE:     Boy !  Doesn't  this  take  your  breath  away  I 
SHE:  Here's  something  that'll  really  take  your  breath 
away  .Try  a  Pep-O-Mint  Life  Saver  1 


MORAL 


Everybody's  breath  is  apt  to  offend, 
now  and  then.  Let  Pep-O-Mint  Life 
Savers  sweeten  yours  after  eating, 
drinking  or  smoking. 


A  BOX  OF  LIFE  SAVERS  FOR  THE  BEST  WISECRACK! 
Whaf   Is   the   best   joke   that  you   heard   on   the   campus   this  week?     For 
the   best  line   submitted   each   month,  there   will   be   a   free   award   of  an 
attractive   cellophane-wrapped  assortment  of  all  the   Life   Saver   Flavors. 
Jokes   will    be    judged    by   the   editors   of  this   publication. 


PAINTING   THE  TOWN 
PURPLE 

(Continued   from    page   33) 

Review  the  first  of  this  month.  Mini- 
mum is  $2  at  all  times. 

Spots  Here  and  There 

Watched  the  "Ducky  Wucky," 
newest  Harlem  dance  craze,  down 
at  the  south  side's  Swingland  Cafe 
.  .  .  Looks  like  It'll  be  up  here  soon 
.  .  .  Incidentally,  Horace  Henderson 
is  doing  a  mighty  fine  job  down  there 
.  .  .  Listen  for  his  bass  sax  man  on 
several  take-offs  .  .  .  More  black  and 
tan  at  Clupe  de  Lisa  .  .  .  Leave  the 
kiddies  at  home  .  .  .  Belva  White  at 
Rush  Street's  Rose  Bowl  is  quite  an 
eye-ful  .  .  .  Louis  "Satchmo"  Arm- 
strong is  more  than  filling  the  Grand 
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Terrace  these  evenings  aided  by  one 
of  the  most  elaborate  shows  we've 
seen  in  these  parts  .  .  .  Seems  to  us 
that  Kay  Kyser  is  carrying  his  comedy 
acts  a  little  too  far  at  the  Blackhawk 
.  .  .  You've  got  a  good  band,  Kay, 
isn't  that  enough?  .  .  .  We  recom- 
mend Lou  Holti  at  the  Chez  Paree 
as  the  season's  best  M.  C.  .  .  .  he  can 
really  put  a  gag  over,  and  he  never 
fails  to  get  a  laugh  .  .  .  We  indulged 
in  a  planked  steak  that  was  truly  a 
masterpiece  the  other  evening  at 
Monte  Cristo  on  the  near  north  side 
.  .  .  And,  speaking  of  food,  we  had 
some  real  Smorgasbord  with  one  of 
our  Swedish  friends  at  Kungsholm 
Restaurant  on  Rush  .  .  .  College 
Nights  at  the  Villa   Moderne  out  on 

(Continued   on   page  36) 


CAMPUS  BABBLE 

(Continued  from   page  33) 

calling  at  the  Kappa  house  for  date 
Joan  Hoff,  intercepted  the  orchids 
which  brother  Phi  Delt  Jimmy  (SMU) 
Collins  had  sent  to  Joy,  and  in  their 
place  substituted  a  fragrant  bunch 
of  carrot  tops.  When  Fred  arrived 
at  the  party  he  found  that  Collins 
had  stopped  ai  the  Palmer  House 
and  bought  more  orchids.  Queen  Joy 
was  left  with  the  two  corsages,  prob- 
ably pulled  the  old  Kappa  trick  and 
used  the  extra  one  on  her  next  date. 


The  reason  Johnny  Beyers  is  al- 
ways in  such  a  terrific  rush  when  he 
takes  gal  friend  Joyce  Placek  to  the 
station  at  vacation  time  is  because 
the  train  bringing  his  other  gal,  Bar- 
bara Detweiler,  ex-Tri-Delt,  in  from 
St.  Paul,  arrives  in  the  loop  at  the 
same  time.  The  only  flaw  is  the  fact 
that  the  trains  come  in  at  two  dif- 
ferent stations. 


While  we're  still  on  the  subject, 
Beyers  was  no  little  burned  up  when 
Joyce  accepted  a  date  with  Duke 
Stone  for  the  Phi  Gam  formal,  and 
said  so  in  no  uncertain  terms.  Placek, 
the  old  smoothee,  did  a  beautiful  job 
of  repairing  all  damage  by  present- 
ing Johnny  with  a  written  invitation 
to  the  Alpha  Phi  spring  formal. 


Babble  was  down  at  the  opening 
of  tea  dancing  with  Hal  Kemp  at  the 
Drake.  If  our  guess  isn't  wrong,  by 
the  time  this  column  comes  out  N.  U. 
campus  will  have  moved  to  the  Drake 
on  Sunday — that  is  if  the  number  of 
students  who  were  down  there  is  an 
indication. 


We've  heard  of  getting  pins  back 
before  but  never  this  way.  It  seems 
Jack  Sadler  had  his  pin  on  a  home 
town  girl  who  goes  down  to  St. 
Mary's-in-the-Woods.  She  evidently 
lost  it  because  some  Pi  Gam  friend 
of  Chuck  VanNada  (Fiji  here  at 
school)  called  Chuck  up  while  he  was 
down  home  in  Indiana  between 
semesters  and  asked  him  if  he  knew 
Jack.  Said  he  found  his  pin  in  front 
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of  a  Terre  Haute  beer  tavern.  Jack 
has  no  statements  to  make  to  the 
press  at  the  present  time. 


You  want  to  be  careful  about 
what  kind  of  corsages  you  give 
Thetas.  Babble  understands  they're 
pretty  frank,  at  least  Honey  Par- 
mentier  was  at  the  Theta  formal. 
She  evidently  didn't  like  the  one  Bing 
Cole  had  given  her  and  took  it  off. 
When  he  asked  her  why  she  didn't 
have  it  on,  the  answer  was  "you 
wear  it,  you  bought  it."  You  just 
gotta  watch  out  with  these  Thetas. 
We  understand  they  even  have  late 
dates — bad  practice. 


Babble  backs  Lambda  Chi  pledge 
Bob  "Ozzie"  Nicolin  as  the  fastest 
beer  drinker  it  has  ever  seen.  At  the 
King's  Arms  "Ozzie"  downed  a  can 
of  Pabst  in  three  and  one-half  sec- 
onds, which  is  nothing  short  of  mirac- 
ulous. If  you  think  you're  better,  boys, 
just  get  in  touch  with  Babble. 


MotKer  Nature  Is  Turning  Qreen  .  ♦  . 

vYlth   Envy    ♦    ♦    ♦    Our  Northwestern  Night 
is  stealing  all  her  stuff 


It's    as    fresh    and    new    as    a 
spring  breeze.   Full   of  verve 
and  vitality,  too. 
There's    swihgy   music     .     .     . 
sweet  or  hot     .     .     .     lots  of 


UlLLft 


sparkling  entertainment  by 
new  Northwestern  stars.  And 
tempting  menus  ...  to  tease 
your  date  and  please  your 
purse. 

Make  it  a  point  to  come 
out  soon  and  get  in  on  the 
fun. 


Never  a  Cover  or 
Minimum  Charge 

Skok-ie   Valley   Highway 

(Route  41) 

8  Miles   North  of  Dempster 

Tel.  Glen.  1880 


Right  vou  arc,  '-v 

r   ^ 

JUDGE.  IT  CERTAINLY  ) 

YES,  AND  IT  TOOK 

TOOK  THAT  PQINCE/ 

THIS  PRINCE  ALBERT 

ALBERT  NO- BITE    ^v 

CRIMPCUT  TO  AS- 

PROCESS TO  ASSURE 

SURE  THE  RlSHT 

THE  EXTRA  MILDNESS 

PACKING    AND 

WE  PIPE- SMOKERS 

DRAWING    FOR 

—1    APPOECLATE     C — 

L-J   MELLOV.!  TASTY 
^A__r -J     SMOKING 

^V   j 

wOk  "^"^    ^<^^- 

-VS:*  ^1        ^— = 

jfe  '^-§£iAj^^S^ 

\^^^3 

M§k^,H 

^  \  M^fc^ 

w^'^w^ 

sorry  you 
canY  stop 

LONGER, 
JUDGE. 
GOOD  LUCK 
ON  YOUR 
TRIP  TO 
FLORIDA 


,       WELL,  COLONEL,   ^ 
I  YOUR  HOSPITALITY 
1  IS  ONLY  EXCEEDED 
BY  YOUR  GOOD 
JUDGMENT  ON 
I  TO  BACCO.  HAPPY  PA. 
1  SMOKING  TILL  WE 
MEET  AGAIN.' 


P.  A.  MONEY-BACK  OFFER.  Smoke  20  fragrant  pipe- 
fuls  of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don't  find  it  the  mellowest, 
tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at 
any  time  within  a  month  from  this  date,  and  we  will 
refund  full  purchase  price,  plus  postage.  (Signed) 
R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.C. 


^Prince 
Albert 

^      THE     NATIONAL     ^ 
.      JOY    SMOKE 


50 


pipefuls  of  fragrant   tobacco  in 
every  2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 


35 


PURPLE  PARROT 


SPRING,  1938 


PAINTING  THE  TOWN 
PURPLE 

(Continued    from    page   34) 

Skokie  Road  are  growing  in  popu- 
larity with  Sonne  really  well  presented 
student  shows  .  .  .  Those  student 
prices  with  the  no-cover-no-minimum 
policy  are  welcome  music  to  the  ears 
.  .  .  Those  hamburger  and  milk  shake 
combinations  at  De  Mets  are  becom- 
ing  a    Northwestern   institution. 

Notes  About  Them 

Donna  Dae,  formerly  with  Chi- 
cago's Frankie  Masters,  has  recently 
signed  with  Fred  Waring  to  share 
vocalist  honors  with  N.  U.'s  Scotty 
Wilson  .  .  .  Boston  Nite  Clubs  may 
now  feature  Sunday  shows  ...  All 
music  with  the  exception  of  hymns 
was  formerly  banned  in  the  eastern 
city  by  a  1692  law  .  .  .  The  Bailey 
Sisters  at  the  Edgewater  Beach  have 
two  of  the  best  blended  close  har- 
mony voices  we've  ever  listened  to 
.  .  .  Max  Baer  turned  down  a  Music 
Cgrporation  of  America  offer  a  year 
or  so  back  to  lead  an  orchestra  on 
an  European  tour  for  two  thousand 
a  week  .  .  .  Speaking  of  salaries,  Ben 
Bernie's  new  half-hour  show  for  a  tire 
company  nets  him  $8,000  a  week  .  .  . 
Marjorie  Whitney,  Paul  Whiteman 
find,  has  left  the  King's  Jesters  and 
will  soon  make  her  debut  with  her 
own  band  .  .  .  She's  nineteen  years 
old  .  .  .  Bill  Carlson  is  really  bring- 
ing them  in  at  the  Trianon  .  .  .  Why 
doesn't  Junie  Griggs  take  advantage 
of  the  many  possibilities  available  for 
that  in-the-groove  Colonial  Club  or- 
chestra? .  .  .  We'd  certainly  put  them 
in  this  city's  first  hree  any  time,  of 
course  Including  Hal  Kemp  as  Num- 
ber One  .  .  .  Griff  Williams  comes 
back  home,  replacing  Orrin  Tucker 
at  the  Edgewater  Beach. 

Say,  I'm  a  nice  girl. 

Prove  it. 

Well,  I  never  have  any  dates. 
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POETS'   CORNER 


The  Organized  Individual 
Speaks  to  His  Beloved 

["The    organized    individual    learns    that    th( 
world    was   not   made   for   him"  —  Merrill; 

There's  a  moon  In  the  sky, 
And  no  doubt  that  is  true. 
But  it  wasn't  put  there 
Just  for  me  and  for  you. 

There's  a  bench  in  the  park. 
And  no  doubt  It  will  do. 
But  we  both  run  the  risk 
Of  catching  the  flu. 

—P.  H.  L 


Artificial 

"Not  all  is  gold  that  glitters"; 
I  know  the  maxim  well. 
Give  me  some  gin  and  bitters 
And  muse  on  what  I  tell. 

I  loved  a  girl's  rare  beauty; 
It  was,  I  swore,  divine. 
To  worship  was  a  duty. 
A  duty  that  was  mine. 

Alas!  my  fate  embitters 
My  heart.  How  sad  my  doom! 
Not  all  is  gold  that  glitters. 
Not  all  are  real  who  bloom. 

—P.  H.  L. 


Tragic  Idyl 

The  sky  is  blue. 
The  sea  is  calm. 
The  summer  air 
Is  welcome  balm. 

The  sun  shines  down 
Upon  the  earth. 
And  nature  basks 
In  fruitful  mirth. 

And  In  the  sky 
The  soaring  birds. 
Complete  a  peace 
Beyond  mere  words. 

Sea-gulls  they  are; 
They  swoop,  they  poise, 
And  here  they  come — 
Duck,  boys!  —P.  H.  L. 


Paraphrasing  Wordsworth 

I  wandered   lonely  as  a  cloud — 

When  purses  are  empty,  women 

don't  crowd.  — P.  H.  L. 

The  Thorn  in  the  Rose 

Yes,  my  darling,  you  are  sweet, 
Clever,  gracious,  charming,  neat, 
Yet  the  hobo  on  the  street. 
Whom  you've  never  socially  met. 
Knows  more  about  a  cigarette. 

Ah,   my  darling,  all  your  ways 
Fascinate  me,  draw  my  praise. 
Hold  my  all-attentive  gaze — 
Please,  my  dear,  my  lovely  pet. 
Throw  away  that  cigarette. 

Intellectual,  refined. 

Gay,  romantic,  faithful,  kind. 

All  your  virtues  come  to  mind — 

When  I  marry  you  I'll  get 

Rid  of  that  damn  cigarette! 

—P.  H.  L 


sonnet  deploring  cosmetics 

beauty  is  such  a  quick  escapable  thing 
girls  seek  to  bind  it  to  them  for  all 

time, 
and   hence  invoke  venus  In   plaintive 

rhyme, 
so  that  young  men  their  praises  ever 

will  sing, 
and  with  such  beauty  death  where  is 

thy  sting, 
and   pretty  girls  would  think  It  quite 

a  crime 
if  they  could  not  buy  beauty  with  a 

dime 
and  ultimately  win  a  wedding  ring. 

o  tempora  o  mores  of  our  day, 
rouge  and  more  rouge  and  even  still 

more  rouge, 
lipstick   and    powderpuff   mean   more 

than  life, 
our  land  is  overrun  with  beauty  clay, 
o  men  beware  of  womanly  subterfuge, 
all  beauty  is  skin  deep  when  you  take 

a  wife.  —P.  H.  L. 


Two  Coats  Whose  Past  Success  Assures 

Them  Continued  Approval  on  the  Campus 

This  Spring 


The  finger  tip  length  coat  Is  an  adaptation  of  the  coat  that 
originated  in  England,  worn  in  inclement  weather  over  hunting 
and  riding  clothes.  Its  appropriateness  and  easy  going  smartness 
this  fall  met  with  campus  approval  from  Princeton  to  the  Middle 
West,  and  we  predict  for  our  plaid  lined  finger  tip  $OQ.50 
coat  even  greater  success  this  spring L^l 

From  Princeton  where  it  originated,  the  reversible  topcoat  be- 
came the  college  man's  standby  for  its  efficient  protection 
against  all  weathers  and  its  casual  smartness.  Styled  in  a  loose 
Balmacaan  with  roomy  slash  pockets,  either  the  tweed  or  gabar- 
dine side  is  capable  of  contributing  to  a  successful  career 
either  on  or  off  $OQ.50 

the  campus ^7         to 
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Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co 


Her  Throat  Insured 
Ii)r'50.000. 

DOLORES  DEL  RIO*  tells  why  it's  good 
business  for  her  to  smoke  Luckies  .  .  . 

"That  $50,000  insurance  is  a  studio  pre- 
caution against  my  holding  up  a  picture," 
says  Miss  Del  Rio.  "So  I  take  no  chances 
on  an  irritated  throat.  No  matter  how 
much  I  use  my  voice  in  acting,  I  always 
find  Luckies  gentle." 

They  will  be  gentle  on  your  throat,  too. 
Here's  why  .  .  .  Luckies'  exclusive  "Toast- 
ing" process  expels  certain  harsh  irritants 
found  in  all  tobacco.  This  makes  Luckies' 
fine  tobaccos  even  finer ...  a  light  smoke. 

Sworn  records  show  that  among  inde- 
pendent tobacco  experts— men  who  know 
tobacco  and  its  qualities  —  Luckies  have 
twice  as  many  exclusive  smokers  as  all 
other  cigarettes  combined. 

WITH  MEN  WHO   KNOW  TOBACCO   BEST 
IT'S  LUCKIES -2  TO  1 


•DOLORES  DEL  RIO 

STARRING  IN  THE  20th  CENTURY-FOX 

PICTURE,  "SHANGHAI  DEADLINE" 


